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PREFACE.

THE more frequently we read and contem-
plate the lives of those eminent men so beau-
tifully traced by the amiable Izaak Walton,
the more we are impressed with the sweet-
ness and simplicity of the work. Walton was
a man of genius—of simple calling and more
simple habits, though best known perhaps
by his book on Angling; yet in the scarcely
less attractive pages of his biographies,
like the flowing of the gentle stream on
which he sometimes cast his line, to prac-
tise “ the all of treachery he ever learnt,”
- he leads the delighted reader imperceptibly
on, charmed with the natural beauty of his
sentiments, and the unaffected ease and sim-
plicity of his style. In his preface to the
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Sermons of (that pious poet and divine,) Dr.
Donne, so much may be found applicable
to the great and good man whose life the
author is now writing, that he hopes to be
pardoned for quoting from one so much more
able to delineate rare virtues and high en-
dowments : ¢ And if he shall now be de-
manded, as once Pompey’s poor bondman
was, who art thou that alone hast the honour
to bury the body of Pompey the great?”’ so
who is he who would thus erect a funeral pile

to the memory of the honoured dead ?
With the writer of this work, during the latter
twenty years of his life, Coleridge had been
domesticated ; and his intimate knowledge
of that illustrious character induces him to
hope that his present undertaking, ¢ however
imperfectly it may set forth the memory he
fain would honour,” will vet not be consi-
dered presumptuous; inasmuch as he has
had an opportunity of bringing together
facts and anecdotes, with various memoranda
never before published, some of which will
be found to have much of deep interest. of
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piety and of loveliness. At the same time
he has also been desirous of interweaving
such information as he has been enabled to
collect from the early friends of Colcridge,
as well as from those of his after-life. Thus,

he trusts, he has had the mcans of giving,
with truth and correctness, a faithful por-

traiture of one whom he so dearly loved, so
highly prized. Still he feels that from various
causes, he has laboured under many and great
difficultics.  First, he never contemplated
writing this Memoir, nor would he have made
the attempt, had it not been urged on him
as a duty by friends, whom Coleridge him-
self most respected and honoured ; they,
““not doubting that his intimate knowledge
of the author, and dear love to his memory,
might make his diligence useful.” Secondly,
the duties of a laborious profession, rendered
still more arduous by indifferent health—
added to many sorrows, and leisure (if such
it might be called,) which permitted only oc-
casional attention to the subject—and was
liable to frequent interruptions; will, he flat-
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ters himself, give him a claim to the candour
and kindness of his readers. And if Cole-
ridge’s ¢ glorious spirit, now in heaven, could
look down upon him, he would not disdain
this well meant sacrifice to his memory—for
whilst his conversation made him, and many
others happy below, his humility and gentle-
ness were also pre-eminent;—and divines
have said, those virtues that were but sparks
upon earth, become great and glorious flames
in heaven.”



LIFE OF COLERIDGE.

s
Y e

CHAPTER 1. PR
e 4 :
BIRTH-PLACE OF COLERIDGE.~—SLIGHT SKETCH OF HIS PARENTS,—WHIM<" -
SICAL ANECDOTES HE USED TO RELATE OF HIS FATHER, &C.—AS A PAS< . .0 .
TOR, HOW MUCH BELOVED.—HIS BRUTHERS AND SISTERS ENUMERATED. te
THE DEATH OF HIS FATHER.—HOIS ENTRANCE AT CHRIST'S HOSPITAL.—
LAMB’S ACCOUNT OF NIM WHEN AT SCHOOL.—WRITES THIS ACCOUNT
UNDER THE NAME OF ELIA,—LAMB’S ADMISSION THAT HE MEANT COLE~
RIDGE FOR THE “ FRIENDLESS BOY.,”—THE DELICACY OF HIS STOMACH.—
HIS FIRST ATTEMPT AT MAKING VERSE WHEN A SCHOOL BOY.—AND CON-
TINUATION OF HIS SUFFERINGS WHEN AT SCHOOL.—HIS WATER EXCUR~
SIONS, THE ORIGIN OF MOST OF HIS SUBSEQUENT SUFFERING.

Samuer TavLor CoLERIDGE, the subject of this
memoir, was born at Ottery St. Mary, Devon-
shire, the 21st October, 1772. His father, the
Rev. John Coleridge, was vicar of Ottery, and
head master of Henry VIII. Free Grammar -
School, usually termed the King’s School; a
man of great learning, and one of the persons
who assisted Dr. Kennicott in his Hebrew Bible.
Before his appointment to the school at Ottery
he had been head master of the school at South
Molton. Some dissertations on the 17th and
18th chapters of the Book of Judges,* and a

* Bishop Berkeley, in his work (*‘ Siris”) commences with a
dissertation on Tar Water, and ends with the Trinity. The Rev,
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adjustment might require. This hint was as
instantly attended to as his embarrassed manner,
produced by,a sense of the kindness, would
permit. On the day above alluded to, his kind
friend sat next to him, dressed, as was then the
fashion, in a smart party-going muslin apron.
Whilst in earnest conversation with his opposite
neighbour, on the side next the lady appeared
the folds of his shirt, through the hiatus before
described, so conspicuously as instantly to at-
tract her notice. '.The hint was immediately
given: “ Mr. Coleridge, a little on the side next
me ;"—and was as' instantly acknowledged by
the usual reply, ¢ Thank you, ma’am, thank
you,” and the hand set to work to replace the
shirt ; but unfortunately, in his nervous eager-
ness, he seized on the lady’s apron, and ap-
propriated the greater part of it. The appeal of
“ Dear Mr. Coleridge, do stop!” only increased
his embarrassment, and also his . exertions to
dispose, as he thought, of his shirt; till the
lady, to put a stop to the titter of the visitors,
and relieve her own confusion, yntied the strings,
and thus disengaging herself, left the room, and
her friend in possession of her apron.*

Mrs. Coleridge, the mother of my friend, and

* In 1809, the above whimsical stories were related to me by
a gentleman, born in the town of Ottery, and by marriage closely
related to the Rev. John Coleridge. While Coleridge resided at
Highgate, he also repeated the stories which had grown up with
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of whom I have already spoken, had naturally a
strong mind. She was an uneducated woman,
industriously attentive to her household duties,
and devoted to the care of her husband and
family. Possessing none, even of the most com-
mon female accomplishments of her day, she
had neither love nor sympathy for the display
of them in others. She disliked, as she would
say, “your harpsichord ladies,” and strongly
tried to impress on her sons their little value, in
their choice of wives. As a clergyman’s wife
her conduct was exemplary ; the father of my
friend had a fortune in such a woman, and
she found in him, with all his peculiarities, a
kind, sweet tempered, engaging husband. She

him from boyhood as here related, himself believing them true;
but a near relation has lately assured the writer, that some of
these stories are told of another most respectable clergyman, re-
siding at that time in the neighbourhooed, and ke believes that
they properly belong to him. [t is commonly remarked that very
studious men, either from inattention, or from ignorance of the
conventional forms of society, are regardless of what passes before
them. Paying, perhaps, too much attention to their inward feel-
ings or thoughts, seemingly day-dreaming—and this may fre-
quently give rise to the stories to be found in many towns besides
Ottery. Still, however, thoughtful and contemplative persons are
often the quickest observers of the weaknesses of human nature,
and yet as they usually make the greatest allowances for every
infirmity, they are often impartial judges, and judicious coun-
gellors. The Rev. John Coleridge, though sometimes an absent
man, was a most valuable pastor, and on all fitting occasions a
good man of business, having conducted several difficult matters
«f controversy for his parish with great satisfaction to the parties.
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looked upon him with great reverence ; and when
death removed this distinguished and eminent
scholar from among them, his successor had little
chance of pleasing to the same extent. In their
great admiration of him, they would often say,
“ How fine he was in his discourse, for he gave
us the very words the spirit spoke in,” viz. the
Hebrew, with which he frequently indulged
them in his sermons, and which seems greatly
to have attracted the notice of the agricultural
population, who flocked from the neighbourhood,
to the town in which he resided. Excited and

,stimulated by curiosity, this class of persons

might attend the church, and in listening for
the Hebrew they would perhaps be more atten-
tive, and carry away some useful portions of the
English from this amiable and accomplished
pastor.

As a schoolmaster his singularities were of the
same character, manifesting the same simplicity
and honesty of purpose. I have before stated
that he wrote a Latin Grammar for the use of
his school, and instead of the word ablative, in
general use, he compounded three or four Latin
words* as explanatory of this case. Whether
the mothers were startled at the repetition of
these words, and thought of the hardships their
sons would have to endure in the acquirement of

* Quale—quare—quidditive.
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this grammar, I -can only conjecture; but it
seems he thought it his duty to explain to the
ladies, in justice to their feelings, his-learned
reasons for the alteration he had made in the
name of this case.

I had often pressed him to write some account
of his early life, and of the various circumstances
connected with it. But the aversion he had to
read or write any thing about himself was so
great, that I never succeeded, except in obtain-
ing a few notes, rather than a detailed account.
There would be little either useful or interesting
in any account of Coleridge’s life, which a stran-
ger to him could give ; therefore, from the best
authorities with which I am acquainted, and
from an intimacy of nearly twenty years, is this
memoir of my late lamented friend compiled.
He commences one of the notes above alluded
to, with his early childhood. ¢ I was,” says he,
¢ the last child, the youngest child of ten by the
*“ same mother, that is to say, John, William
“ (who died in infancy), James, William, Ed-
* ward, George, Luke, Ann, Francis, and my-
“ gelf, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, beneficially
« abridged Esteese (esrnan), i. €. S. T. C., and the
« thirteenth, taking in three sisters by my dear
¢ father’s first wife,— Mary, afterwards Mrs.
“ Bradley,—Sarah, who married a seaman and
‘ is lately dead, and Elizabeth, afterwards Mrs.
¢ Phillips—who alone was bred up with us after












LIFE OF COLERIDGE, 13

school far from his friends and connexions,”
which is in direct opposition to Lamb’s own
early history. The second account, under the
personification of Elia, is drawn from the. painful
recollections and sufferings of Coleridge while at
school, which I have often heard him relate.

. Lamb told Coleridge one day that the friend-
less school boy in his ‘ Elia,” (soon after its
publication) was intended for him, and taken
from his description of the Blue-coat school.
After Coleridge’s death, Lamb related the same
- circumstance to me, that he had drawn the -ac-
count from Coleridge’s feelings, sufferings, &c.,
Lamb having himself been an indulged boy and
peculiarly favoured through the instrumentality
of a friend :—* I remember,” says Elia, ¢ Lamb
at school, and can well recollect that he had
some peculiar advantages, which I and others of
his schoolfellows had not. His friends lived in
town and were at hand, and he had the privilege
of going to see them almost as often as he wished,
through some invidious distinction which was
denied tous. The present treasurer of the Inner
Temple can explain how it happened. He had
his tea and hot rolls in the morning, while we
were battening upon our quarter of penny loaf—
our crug moistened with attenuated small beer
in wooden piggins, smacking of the pitched
leathern jack it was poured from. On Monday’s -
milk porritch, blue and tasteless, and the pease-
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enough ; one after another, they all failed me,
and I felt myself alone among six hundred play-
mates—O the cruelty of separating a poor lad
fronr his early homestead ! The yearnings which
I used to have towards it in those unfledged
years! How in my dreams would my native
town come back (far in the west) with its
churches and trees and faces! To this late hour
of my life, and even to the end of it did Cole--
ridge trace impressions left by the painful recol-
lection of these friendless holidays. The long
warm days of summer never return but they
bring with them a gloom from the haunting me-
mory of those whole day’s leave, when by some
strange arrangement, we were turned out for the
live-long day, upon our own hands whether we
had friends to go to or none. I remember those
bathing excursions to the New River, which
Lamb recalls with such relish, better, I think,
than he can—for he was a home-seeking lad,
and did not care for such water-parties. How
we would sally forth into the fields ; and strip
under the first warmth of the sun; and wanton
like young dace in the streams ; getting appetites
for the noon ; which those of us that were penny

less (our scanty morning crust long since ex-
hausted) had not the means of allaying—while
the cattle, and the birds, and the fishes were at
feed about us, and we had nothing to satisfy
our cravings; the very beauty of the day, and
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the exercise of the pastime, and the sense of
liberty setting a keener edge upon them! How
faint and languid, finally, we would return toward
nightfall to our desired morsel, half-rejoicing,
half-reluctant, that the hours of uneasy hbe:ty
had expired.

« It was worse in the days of winter, to go
prowling about the streets objectless ; shivering
at cold windows of print-shops, to extract a little
amusement; or haply, as a last resort, in the
hope of a little novelty, to pay a fifty times
repeated visit (where our individual faces would
be as well known to the warden as those of his
own charges) to the lions in the Tower, to whose
levée, by courtesy immemorial, we had a pre-
. scriptive right of admission.”

In short, nearly the whole of this essay of
Elia's is a transcript of Coleridge’s account of
the school. Never was a friend or schoolfellow
more fondly attached to another than Lamb to
Coleridge. The latter from his own account, as
well as from Lamb and others who knew him
when at school, must have been a delicate |
and suffering boy. His principal ailments he
owed much to the state of his stomach, which
was at that time so delicate, that when com-
pelled to go to a large closet (shoe-bin, its |
school name,) containing shoes, to pick out a
pair easy to his feet, which were always ten-
der, and he required shoes so large that he
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could walk in them, rather than with them,
and the smell, from the number in this place,
‘used to make him so sick, that I have often
seen him shudder, even in late life, when he
gave an account of it. In this note, conti-
nuing an account of himself at school, he says,
“ From eight to fourteen I was a playless day-
dreamer, a kelluo librorum, my ‘appetite for which
was indulged by a singular incident: a stranger,
who was struck by my conversation, made me
free of a circulating library in King Street,
Cheapside.” The incident, indeed, was singular :
going down the Strand, in one of his day-dreams,
fancying himself swimming across the Helles-
pont, thrusting his hands before him as in the
act of swimming, his hand came in contact with
a gentleman’s pocket; the gentleman seized his
hand, turning round and looking at him with
some anger, “ What! so young, and so wicked ?”
at the same time accused him of an attempt to
pick his pocket ; the frightened boy sobbed out
‘his denial of the intention, and explained to him
.how he thought himself Leander, swimming
across the Hellespont. The gentleman was so
struck and delighted with the novelty of the
thing, and with the simplicity and intelligence
of the boy, that he subscribed, as before stated,
to the library, in consequence of which Cole-
ridge was further enabled to indulge his love of
reading. In his bathing excursions he had
voL. I. c
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his breeches unbuttoned, and his shoes down at
the heel,* walking to and fro, or sitting on a
step, or in a corner, deeply engaged in some
book. This had attracted the notice of Middle-
ton, at that time a deputy grecian, and going up
to him one day, asked what he was reading; the
answer was “ Virgil.” ¢ Are you then,” said M.
“ studying your lesson?” < No,” said C., «“1I
“ am reading it for pleasure;” for he had not yet
arrived at Virgil in his class studies. This struck
Middleton as something so peculiar, that he
mentioned it to the head master, as Coleridge
was then in the grammar school (which is the
lower part of the classical school), and doing the
work of the lower boys. The Rev. James Bow-
yer, who was at that time head master, a quick
discerning man, but hasty and severe, sent for
the master of the grammar school, and inquired
about Coleridge; from him he learnt that he
was a dull and inapt scholar, and that he could
not be made to repeat a single rule of syntax,
although he would give a rule in his own way.

* Whatever might have been his habits in boyhood, in man-
hood he was scrupulously clean in his person, and especially
took great care of his hands by frequent ablutions. In his dress
also he was as cleanly as the liberal use of snuff would permit,
though the clothes-brush was often in requisition to remove the
wasted snuff. ¢ Snuff,” he would facetiously say, ¢ was the
final cause of the nose, though troublesome and expensive in its
use.”
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an infidel ; in this struggle of mind was the “ fair
promise of better things.” It was the prepara-
tion necessary for such a mind ; the breaking up
and tilling of the soil for the successful germina-
tion of the seeds of truth.

The sleeping powers of thought were roused
and excited into action.

Perhaps this may be considered, as entering

too early into the history of his mind in boyhood:
to this I reply, that the entire man so to speak,
is to be seen even in the cradle of the child.*
. The serious may be startled at the thought of
a young man passing through such an ordeal ;
but with him it was the exercise of his strength,
in order that he might ¢ fight the good fight,”
and conquer for that truth which is permanent,
and is the light and the life of every one who
comes into the world, and who is in earnest
search of it.

In his sixteenth year he composed the -alle-
gory of “ Real and Imaginary Time,” first pub-
lished in the Sibylline Leaves, having been
-accidentally omitted in the Juvenile Poems,—

¢ On the wide level of a mountain’s head, -
(I knew not where, but ’twas some fairy place)

Their pinions, ostrich-like, for sails outspread
Two lovely children run an endless race,

hd . .+ the childhood shews the man,
As morning shews the day. ——
Paradise Regained, book iv. v. 220.
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- A sister and a brother!
That far outstripped the other;
Yet ever runs she with reverted face,
And looks and listens for the boy behind ;
For he, alas! is blind !
+ O’er rough and smooth with even step he passed,
And knows not whether he be first or last.” *

in which may be traced the first dawnings of his
genius. He pictures to himself a boy returning
40 school after the holidays ; in his day-dreams
making plans for the future, and anticipating
the pleasure he is to enjoy on his return home;
his vivid thoughts, and sanguine expectations
‘¢ far outstripping” the reality of time as marked
by the watch or almanack. Real time is per-
sonified as a blind boy steadily pursuing his
path ; whilst imaginary time is represented as a
fleeting girl, looking back and listening for her
brother whom she has outrun. Perhaps to Mr.
‘Bowyer’s excellent method. of instruction may
be attributed this early developement of his
genius. Coleridge remarks of him, “ He was
* an admirable ‘educer, no less than educator of
“ intellect ; he taught me to leave out as many
“ epithets as would make eight syllable lines, and
 then ask if the exercise would not be greatly
“ improved.” Although in this year he began to
indulge in metaphysical speculations, he was
wedded to verse, and many of his early poems

* Aldine Edition, Vol. i. p. 6.—Pickering, London, 1834.
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ance of customs. Perhaps I might have been
disposed to pass over this era with a slighter
notice, which he in his simplicity of character
thought it right to record. He was always
honest in every thing concerning himself, and
never spared self-accusation, often, when not
understood, to his own injury. He never from
his boyhood to his latest life, received kindness
without grateful feelings, and, when he believed
it coupled with love, without the deepest sense
of its value; and if the person possessed sen-
sibility and taste, he repaid it tenfold. This was
the experience of nearly twenty years intimate
knowledge of his character.

His description of his first love was that of a
young poet, recording the first era of the passion,
the fleeting dream of his youth—but not that

" love which he afterwards records in the Gene-
viéve when he says,

‘¢ All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever stirs this mortal frame,
All are but ministers of love,
And feed his sacred flame.”

First love, so seldom the mature love of future
days, is a flower of premature growth and de-
velopement, on which fancy exercises itself in
castle-building, and is in unison with that age
when youth flings his limbs about in the air, as
an exercise to rid himself of the superfluous
volition, the accumulation of which gives him a
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" ¢ municable, between it and its previous subjec-
‘ tive counterfeits, and anticipations. Even so
¢ it is with friends.—O it is melancholy to think
“ how the very forms and geniality of my affec-
“ tions, my belief of obligation, consequent gra-
“ titude and anxious sense of duty were wasted
* on the shadows of friendship. With few ex-
¢ ceptions, I can almost say, that till I came to
“ H——, I never jfound what FRIENDS weré—
‘ and doubtless, in more than one instance, I
* sacrificed substances who loved me, for sem-
“ blances who were well pleased that I should
“ love them, but who never loved nor inwardly
« respected ought but themselves. The distinc-
¢« tion between the friends and tke love is, that
« the latter we discover by itself to &g, alone it-
-« gelf—for it is in its nature unique and exclu-
« gsive. (See Improvvisatore in the Amulet of
¢ 1826 (or 7).

¢ But of the former we discover the genuine-
“ ness by comparison and experience—the rea-
“ gon is obvious—in the instances in which the
* person imagined himself to be iz love with ano-
“ ther (I use this phrase ‘be in love with’ for
« the want of any other; for, in fact, from the
“ abgence in our language of any appropriate
“ exponent of the thing meant), it is a delusion
“in toto. But, in the other instance, the one
“ half (i. e. the person’s own feelings and sense
“ of duty with acts accordant) remains the same

v_\' E
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their practical use; all that his health and
powers would allow him to acquire he did ac-
quire, and freely gave all he had for the benefit
of others. '

He says, “ From the exuberance of my animal
«¢ gpirits, when I had burst forth from my misery
« and moping and the indiscretions resulting from
‘‘those spirits—ex. gr. swimming over the New
* River in my clothes, and remaining in them ;
< —full half the time from seventeen to eighteen
‘¢ was passed in the sick-ward of Christ’s Hospital,
¢ afflicted with jaundice and rheumatic fever.”
From these indiscretions and their consequences
may be dated all his bodily sufferings in future
life: in short, rheumatism sadly afflicting him,
while the remedies only slightly alleyiated his
sufferings, without hope of a permanent cure;
though confined to his bed, his mind, ever active,
still allowed him time to continue the exercise of
his intellectual powers, and afforded him leisure
for contemplation. Medical men are too often
called upon to witness the effects of acute
rheumatism in the young subject: in some, the
attack is on the heart, and its consequences are
immediate; in others, it leaves behind bodily
sufferings, which may indeed be palliated, but
terminate only in a lingering dissolution.

I have often heard Coleridge express regret that
he had not cultivated mathematics, which he be-
lieved would have been of important use in life,

VOL. I. D
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rested in the success of his scholars to overlook
what was best fitted for them. He exercised
their logical powers in acquiring and compar-
ing the different classics. On him, as a teacher,
Coleridge loved to dwell ; and, with his grateful
feelings, ever ready to acknowledge the sense
of his obligations to him, particularly those re-
lating to his mental improvement, he has, in his
Biog. Lit. vol. i. p. 7, expressed himself in these
words :—* He early moulded my taste to the
¢ preference of Demosthenes to Cicero, of Homer
‘and Theocritus to Virgil, and again of Virgil
“to Ovid. He habituated me to compare Lucre-
“ tius, (in such extracts as I then read,) Terence,
‘“and, above all, the chaster poems of Catullus,
‘ not only with the Roman poets of the, so called,
“silver and brazen ages; but with even those of
¢ the Augustan era: and, on grounds of plain
“sense and universal logic, to see and assert the
‘ superiority of the former in the truth and na-

¢ discriminating powers (that I saw long ago), but it requires only
¢ attention, not thought or self-production.”
““In a long-brief Dream-life of regretted regrets, I still find a
“¢ noticeable space marked out by the Regret of having neglected
¢¢ the Mathematical Sciences. No week, few days pass unhaunted
““ by a fresh conviction of the truth involved in the Platonic Su-
“¢ perstition over the Portal of Philosophy,
Midewg ayewpérpnroc teoirw.

& “* But surely Philosophy hath scarcely sustained more detriment

“¢ by its alienation from mathematics.” MS. Note.
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tonations, the mysteries of Tamblichus® or Plo-
tinus, (for even in those years thou waxedst not
pale at such philosophic draughts); or reciting
Homer in his Greek, or Pindar, while the walls
of the old Grey-Friars re-echoed to the accents.”
Middleton was not prepared to sympathise in
these flights, considering them subversive of the
dignity of a Grecian.t Middleton was then on
the threshold of the College, and lads in this
situation seemed called upon, to preserve with
dignity their honours, and with more outward
forms than suited their age. This at the time
rendered them stiff and unfamiliar, so much so,
that within the walls, and in the neighbour-
‘hood, it was mistaken for pride, and the words
‘ Proud as a Grecian,” were proverbial. These
boys had the dignity of their rising prospects
therefore to support—they were the aristocracy
of the school. This was a task ill suited to

~ * ¢ In my friendless wanderings on our leave-days, i. e. the
‘Christ Hospital phrase, not for holidays altogether, but for those
on which the boys are permitted to go beyond the precincts of
the school (for I was an orphan, and had scarce any connexions
in London), highly was I delighted, if any passenger, especially if
he drest in black, would enter into conversation with me; for
soon I found the means of directing it to my favourite subjects—

Of Providence, fore-knowledge, will, and fate,

Fix'd fate, free will, fore-knowledge absolute,

And found no end, in wandering mazes lost.”

+ The upper boys of the school selected for the University are

so termed, though wearing the same coloured dress, but made of
more costly materilas,
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ber, 1790,* taking leave of his school-fellows in
the following sonnet :—

Farewell, parental scenes! a sad farewell !

To you my grateful heart still fondly clings,

Tho’ fluttering round on Fancy's burnish’d wings,

Her tales of future joy Hope loves to tell.

Adieu, adieu! ye much loved cloisters pale!

Ah! would those happy days return again,

When "neath your arches, free from every stain,

I heard of guilt, and wonder’d at the tale!

Dear haunts ! where oft my simple lays I sang,

Listening meanwhile the echoings of my feet,

Lingering I quit you, with as great a pang,

As when ere while, my weeping childhood, torn

By early sorrow from my native seat,

Mingled its tears with hers—my widow'd parent lorn.
Poetical Works, vol. i. p. 31.

* Entered at Jesus’ College, Feb. 5th, 1791, at the age of 19.
—College Books.
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CHAPTER II.

COLERIDGE'S FIRST ENTRY AT JESUS’ COLLEGE.—HIS SIMPLICITY AND WANT
OF WORLDLY TACT.— ANECDOTES AND DIFFERENT ACCOUNTS OF HIM
DURING HIS RESIDENCE AT COLLEGE—INTIMACY WITH MIDBLETON—
WITH SOUTHEY.~—QUITS COLLEGE FOR BRISTOL.

Ar Cambridge, whither his reputation had
travelled before him, high hopes and fair pro-
mises of success were entertained by his young
friends and relations. He was considered by the
‘ Blues,” as they are familiarly termed, one
from whom they were to derive great immediate
honour, which for a short period, however, was
deferred. Individual genius has a cycle of its
own, and moves only in that path, or by the
powers influencing it. Genius has been pro-
perly defined prospective, talent on the contrary
retrospective: genius is creative, and lives much
in the future, and in its passage or progress may
make use of the labours of talent.

* I have been in the habit,” says Coleridge, ‘ of
¢ considering the qualities of intellect, the com-
“ parative eminence in which characterizes indi-
¢ viduals and even countries, under four kinds,
# —genius, talent, sense, and cleverness, The
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“ first I use in the sense of most general aceep-
‘“ tance, as the faculty which adds to the existing
‘¢ stock of power and knowledge by new views,
‘*“ new combinations, by discoveries not accidental,
* but anticipated, or resulting from anticipation.”
— Friend, vol. iii. p. 85, edit. 1818.*

" Coleridge left school with great anticipation of
success from all who knew him, for his charac-
ter for scholarship, and extraordinary accounts
of his genius had preceded him. He carried
with him too the same childlike simplicity which
he had from a boy, and which he retained
even to his latest hours. His first step was to
involve himself in much misery, and which fol-
lowed him in after life, as the sequel will evi-
dénce. On his arrival at College he was accosted
by a polite upholsterer, requesting to be per-

* In his Literary Life, Mr. Coleridge has made the following ob-
Bervation regarding talent and genius:—‘‘ For the conceptions
*¢ of the mind may be so vivid and adequate, as to preclude that im-
“¢ pulse to the realising of them, which is strongest and most rest-
*¢ ]ess in those who possess more than mere talent (or the faculty
s¢ of appropriating and applying the knowledge of others,) yet stil
‘¢ want something of the creative and self-sufficing power of abso-
“ Jute Genius. For this reason, therefore, they are men of com-
¢ manding genius. While the former rest content between thought
*“ and reality, as it were in an intermundium of which their own
*¢ living spirit supplies the substance, and their imagination the
4 ever-varying form; the latter must impress their preconceptions
# on the world without, in order to present them back to their
s own view with the satisfying degree of clearness, distinctness,
*¢ and individuality.”—Vol. i. p. 31.
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mitted to furnish his rooms. The next question
was, “ How would you like to have them fur-
nished?”’ The answer was prompt and innocent
enough, * Just as you please, Sir!”—thinking the
individual employed by the College. The rooms
were therefore furnished according to the taste of
the artizan, and the bill presented to the asto-
nished Coleridge. Debt was to him at all times
a thing he most dreaded, and he never had
the courage to face it. I once, and once only,
witnessed a painful scene of this kind, which
occurred from mistaking a letter on ordinary
business for an application for money.* Thirty
years afterwards, I heard that these College
debts were about one hundred pounds! Under
one hundred pounds I believe to have been the
amount of his sinnings ; but report exceeded this
to something which might have taxed his cha-
racter beyond imprudence, or mere want of
thought. Had he, in addition to his father’s
simplicity, possessed the worldly circumspection
of his mother, he might have avoided these and
many other vexations; but he went to the Uni-
versity wholly unprepared for a College life,
having hitherto chiefly existed in his own inr-

* In consequence of various reports traducing Coleridge’s good:
name, I have thought it an act of justice due to his character, to
notice several mistatements here and elsewhere, which 1 should
otherwise have gladly passed over,
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ward being, and in his poetical imagination, on
which he had fed.

But to proceed. Coleridge’s own account is,
that while Middleton, afterwards Bishop of Cal-
cutta, remained at Pembroke, he ¢ worked with
 him and was industrious, read hard, and obtained
¢ the prize for the Greek Ode,”* &c. It has been
stated, that he was locked up in his room to write
this Ode; but this is not the fact. Many stories
were afloat, and. many exaggerations were circu-
lated and believed, of his great want of attention
to. College discipline, and of perseverance in his
studies, and every failure, or apparent failure, was
attributed to these causes. Often has he repeated
the following story of Middleton, and perhaps this
story gave birth to the report. They bad agreed
to read together in the evening, and were not to
hold any conversation. Coleridge went to Pem-
broke and found Middleton intent on his book,
having on a long pair of boots reaching to the
knees, and beside him, on a chair, next to the
one he was sitting on, a pistol. Coleridge had

* Coleridge was always most ready to pass a censure on what
appeared to him a defect in his own composition, of which the
following is a proof :—In his introductory remarks to this Greek
Ode, printed in the Sibylline Leaves, he observes :—*¢ The Slaves
¢ in the West Indies consider Death as a passport to their native

*¢ country. This sentiment is expressed in the introduction fo the
*¢ Greek Ode on the SlaveTrade, of which the Ideas are better than
‘¢ the language in which they are conveyed.”—Certainly this is
taking no merit to himself, although the Ode obtained the Prize.
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scarcely sat down before he was startled by the
report of the pistol. ‘ Did you see that?”’ said
Middleton. ‘ See what?” said Coleridge. * That
rat I just sent into its hole again—did you feel
the shot? It was to defend my legs,” continued
Middleton, ““ I put on these boots. I am fighting
with these rats for my books, which, without
some prevention, I shall have devoured.” There
is an anecdote related of Coleridge while at Col-
lege, and which I have heard him frequently re-
peat, when called upon to vouch for its truth. His
fellow students had amused themselves, when
he was in attendance at Lecture, by stealing a
‘portion of the tail of his gown, and which they
had repeated so frequently, as to shorten it to
the length of a spencer. Crossing the quadrangle
one day with these remains at his back, and his
appearance not being in collegiate trim, the Mas-
ter of Jesus’ College, who was ever kind to him,
and overlooked all little inattentions to appear-
ances, accosted him smartly on this occasion—
“ Mr. Coleridge ! Mr. Coleridge! when will you
get rid of that shameful gown?” Coleridge,
turning his head, and casting his eyes over his
shoulders, as if observing its length, or rather
want of length, replied in as courteous a man-
ner as words of such a character would permit,
“ Why, Sir; 1 think I've got rid of the greatest
“ part of it already!” Such were Coleridge’s pe-
culiarities, which were sometimes construed into
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irregularities ; but through his whole life, attract-
ing notice by his splendid genius, he fell too often
under the observation of men who busied them-
selves in magnifying small things, and minifying
large ones. About this period, that Volcano,
~in which all the worst passions of men were
collected, and which had been for some time
emitting its black smoke, at length exploded
and rent society asunder. The shock was felt
throughout Europe; each party was over-excited,
and their minds enthralled by a new slavery—
the one thouting out the blessings of liberty
and equality—the other execrating them, and
prophesying the consequences that were to fol-
low :—

¢ There’s no philosopher but sees

That rage and fear are one disease ;

Tho' that may burn, and this may freeze,

They’re both alike the ague.”
Mad Ocx.

Combustibles composed of such ardent and evil
spirits soon blaze out; yet the evil does not stop
when the blaze has ceased ; it leaves an excite-
ment which is constantly disclosing itself in a
restless morbid vanity, a craving for distinction,
and a love of applause, in its way as dangerous
as the thirst of gain, and the worship of the
mammon of unrighteousness.

Alas! the circulation of such anecdotes as have
been here related of Coleridge when at College,
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vation of Europe.—Dits aliter visum! My for-
tune has been in some respects very singular.
I bhave lately read the lives and private corres-
pondence of some of the most memorable men
in different countries of Europe, who are lately
dead.* Kilopstock, Kant, Lavater, Alfieri, they
were all filled with joy and hope by the French
revolution—they clung to it for a longer or a
shorter time—they were compelled to relinquish
their illusions. The disappointment of all was
bitter, but it showed itself in various modes, ac-
cording to the variety of their characters. The
series of passions growing out of that disappeint-
ment, was the not very remote cause of the death
of Lavater. In the midst of society, Alfieri buried
himself in misanthropic solitude ; and the shock,
which awakened him from the dreams of enthu-
siasm, darkened and shortened his days. In the
mean time the multitude, comprehending not only

¢ <¢ At the beginning of the French Revolution, Klopstock wrote
odes of congratulation. He received some honorary presents from
the French Republic (a golden crown, I believe), and, like our
Priestley, was invited to a seat in the legislature, which he declin-
ed: but, when French liberty metamorphosed herself into a fury,
he sent back these presents with a palinodia, declaring his abhor-
rence of their proceedings; and since then he has been more per-
haps than enough an Anti-Gallican. I mean, that in his just con-
tempt and detestation of the crimes and follies of the revolutionists,
he suffers himself to forget that the revolution itself is a process
of the Divine Providence; and that as the folly of men is the
wisdom of God, so are their iniquities instruments of his good-
ness.”—Biographia Literaria, vol. ii. p. 243.
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those who have neither ardour of sensibility, nor
compass of understanding to give weight to their
suffrage, but those also whom accident had not
brought into close and perpetual contact with
the events, were ingensibly detached from the re-
volution ; and, before they were well aware that
they had quitted their old posztwn, they found
themselves at the antipodes.”

The excitement which this state of things pro-' ’
duced might have been highly advantageous to
some, and even quickened their intellectaal
powers, particularly those destined either for
the bar or the senate, but certainly not those
intended for the church.

The revolution* and its consequences engrossed
the thoughts of all wen too much for the calmer
pursuits of life; and the minds of the young es-
pecinlly were so absorbed by passing temporal
events, as to leave but little time for the contem-
plation of the deeper and more serious affairs of
futurity. However, Coleridge appears in his po-
litical opinions to have leaned too much to the

* Coleridge ia the Friend, says :—* My feelings, however, and
** imagination did not remain unkindled in this gemeral conflagra-
* tion (\w Freach Revolution); and 1 confess 1 should be mere
* inclined to be ashamed than proud of myself if they had. I was
** & sharer in the gooeral vortex, though my little world described
** the path of it revolution in am orbit of its cwn. What | dared
** ot eXpect from constizutions of governmest and whole natisss,
** L boped trom Religion.”
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side of democracy ; but this was so prevalent and
so much a fashion, particularly in those filled
with enthusiasm, that it seemed a natural conse-
quence in any young man possessing even or-
dinary intellect. Middleton, his friend, passed
on without attaching himself to either party.
His manners_ (as I have before noticed) were
austere and sedate. He steadily persevered,
without deviation, in his studies, though chance
did not always favour him, nor crown him with -
the success he merited. He was a good and
amiable man, and an affectionate friend; but
early want of success in his academical exer-
tions rendering him melancholy, this by sym-
pathy was soon imparted to his friend. After
Middleton’s departure, the keen desire which
Coleridge previously felt for the possession of
honours abated, and he became indifferent to
them—he might at this time have been idle, .
but never vicious. The men who often appear
to be the gayest and lightest of heart, are too
frequently melancholic ; and it is a well-known
fact, that the best comic actors are the greatest
sufferers from this malady, as if it seemed an
essential qualification for that department of his-
trionic excellence, in which the greatest animal
spirits are personated and successfully imitated.
Coleridge, at this period, delighted in boyish
tricks, which others were to execute. 1 re-
member a fellow-collegiate recalling to his me-
YOL. I. E
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spoke of this deéision as having been in every
way just, and due to Butler's merit as a clever
and industrious scholar. * But pause a moment,”’
says this writer, “ in Coleridge’s History, and
think of him at this period! Butler! Keate
Bethell ! and Coleridge ! How different the
career of each in future life! O Coleridge,
through what strange paths did the meteor of
genius lead thee! Pause a moment, ye distin-
guished men! and deem it not the least bright
spot in your happier career, that you and Cole-
ridge were once rivals, and for a moment running
abreast. in the pursuit of honour. I believe that
his disappointment at this crisis damped his ar-
dour. Unfortunately, at that period, there was
no classical tripos; so that, if a person did not
obtain the classical medal, he was thrown back
among the totally undistinguished ; and it was
not allowable to become a candidate for the
classical medal, unless you had taken a respect-
able degree in mathematics. Coleridge had not
the least taste for these, and here his case was
hopeless ; so that he despaired of a Fellowship,
and gave up what in his heart he coveted—college
honours and a college life. He had seen Mid-
dleton (late Bishop of Calcutta) quit Pembroke
under similar circumstances. Not quite similar,
because Middleton had studied mathematics so
as to take a respectable degree, and to enable
him to try for the medal ; but he failed, and
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of them ;* but he did not bend to that discipline
which was to qualify him for the whole course.
He was very studious, but his reading was desul-
tory and capricious. He took little exercise
merely for the sake of exercise ; but he was ready
at any time to unbend his mind in conversation ;
and, for the sake of this, his room (the ground-
floor room on the right hand of the staircase facing
the great gate,) was a constant rendezvous of con-
versation-loving friends; I will not call them
loungers, for they did not call to kill time, but te
enjoy it. What evenings have I spent in those
rooms! What little suppers, or sizings, as they
were called, have I enjoyed; when Zschylus,
and Plato, and Thucydides were pushed aside,
with a pile of lexicons, &c. to discuss the pamph-
lIets of the day. Ever and anon, a pamphlet
issued from the pen of Burke. There was no
need of having the book before us. Coleridge
had read it in the - morning, and in the evening
he would repeat whole pages verbatim.” Then

* The writer of the article above quoted followed Coleridge in
the school, and was elected to Trinity College a year after. As
1 have before observed, he seems to have been well acquainted
with his habits; yet, with regard to his feelings on certain
points, as his ambition and desire for a college life, I think he
must have misunderstood him. Ambition never formed any part
of Coleridge's character. Honours, titles, and distinctions had no
meaning for him. His affections, so strong and deep, were likely
to be bis only stimulants in the pursuit of them.



ot LIFE OF COLERIDGE.

came another disturbing cause, which altered the
course of his path in life, and this was Frend’s
trial.* ¢ During it,” to resume the quotation,
¢« pamphlets swarmed from the press. Coleridge
had read them all; and in the evening, with our
negus, we had them vivd voce gloriously.”

Coleridge has recorded that he was a Socinian
till twenty-five. Be notstartled, courteous reader!
nor ye who knew him only in his later life, if the:
impetuous zeal and ardour of his mind in early:
youth led him somewhat wide of those fixed
principles which he adopted in riper years.

To quote his own words, written soon after he
left college, and addressed to the late Rev. George
Colerldge

* Frend's trial took. place at Cambridge, in the Vice-Chancel-
lor’s Court, in the year 1793, for sedition and defamation of the
Church of England, in giving utferance to and printing certain
opinions, founded on Unitarian Doctrines, adverse to the estab-
lished Church.— Vade State Trials. Sentence of banishment was
pronounced against him : which sentence was confirmed by the
Court of Delegates, to which Mr. Frend had appealed from the
Vice-Chancellor’s Court. He then appealed from the decision of
the Court of Delegates, protested against the proceedings, and
moved this cause to the Court of King’s Bench. This Court, after
an examination of the case, decided, that the proceedings at Cam-
bridge having been strictly formal, they had no power to interfere,
and therefore the sentence against Frend remained in full force.
Being a Fellow of Jesus’ College at the time that Coleridge was a
student, he excited the sympathies of the young and ardent of that
day.



LIFE OF COLERIDGE. 1)

“¢ If aught of error or intemperate truth ‘
Should meet thine ear, think thou that riper age
~ Will calm it down, and let thy love forgive it !’

There is one incidéent very characteristic of
him, which. took place during this trial. The
trial was observed by Coleridge, to be going
against Frend, when some observation or speech
was ‘made in his favour; a dying hope thrown
out. as it appeared to Coleridge who, in the
midst of the Senate, whilst sitting on one of the
benches, extended his hands and clapped them.
The Proctor in a loud voice demanded who had
committed this indecorum. Silence ensued. The
Proctor in an elevated tone, said to a young man
sitting near Coleridge, *“’Twas you, sir!” The
reply was as prompt as the accusation ; for, im-
mediately holding out the stump of his right
arm, it appeared that he had lost his hand,—*1
would, sir,” said he, “that I had the power.”—
That no innocent person should incur blame,
" Coleridge went directly afterwards to the Proctor,’
who told him that he saw him clap his hands,
but fixed on this person who he knew had not
the power. * You have had,” said he, * a narrow
“escape.” :

. The opinions of youth are often treated too
seriously. The matter of most importance to
ascertaih when they need correction, is, whether.
in these opinions they are sincere; at all events,
the outbursts of youth are not to be visited as
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" *¢ A grief without a pang, void, dark, and drear,
A stifled, drowsy, unimpassioned grief,
Which finds no natural outlet, no relief,
In word, or sigh, or tear.”

Such “viper thoughts” did at this time coil
around his mind, and were for him “ Reality’s
dark Dream.” In this state of mind he sud-
denly left Cambridge for London, and strolled
about the streets till night came on, and then
rested himself on the steps of a house in Chan-
cery Lane, in a reverie of tumultuous feelings,
speculating on the future. In this situation, over-
whelmed with his own painful thoughts, and in
misery himself, he had now to contend with the
misery of others—for he was accosted by various
kinds of beggars importuning him for money,
and forcing on him their real or pretended
sorrows. To these applicants he emptied his
pockets of his remaining cash. Walking along
Chancery Lane in the morning, he noticed a bill
posted on the-wall, «“ Wanted a few smart lads
for the 15th, Elliot’s Light Dragoons;”—he paused
a moment, and said to himself, “ Well, I have
had all my life a violent antipathy to soldiers

- and horses, the sooner I can cure myself of these

absurd prejudices the better, and I will enlist in
this regiment.” Forthwith he went as directed
to the place of enlistment. On his arrival, he
was accosted by an old sergeant, with a re-
markably benevolent countenance, to whom he



58 LIFE OF COLERIDGE:

stated his wish. The old man looking at. him
attentively, asked him if he had been in bed?
On being answered in the I_le‘gativé,,‘he. desired
him to take his, made him breakfast, and bade
him rest himself awhile, which.he did.. This
feeling sergeant finding him refreshéd in his
body, but still suffering apparently from me-
lancholy, in kind words begged ‘him to be of
good cheer, and consider well the step he was
about to take ; gave him half a gninea, which he
was to repay at his convenience, with a desir¢:at
the same time that he would go to the play, and
shake off his melancholy, and not return to him.
The first part of the advice Coleridge attended
to, but returned after the play to the quarters he
had left. - At the sight of him, this kind-hearted
man burst into tears—** Then it must be s0,” said
he. This sudden and unexpected sympathy
from ‘an entire stranger deeply affected 'Cole-
ridge, and nearly shook his resolution ; still con-
sidering the ‘die ‘was cast; 4nd that he could not
in honour even to the sergeant, without impli-
cating him, retreat, he preserved his secret, and
after a short chat, they retired to rest. In the
morning, the sergeant, not unmindful of his duty
to his sovereign, mustered his recruits, and Cole-
ridge, with his new comrades, was marched to
Reading. On his arrival at the quarters of the
regiment, the general of the district inspected
the recruits, and looking hard at Coleridge with
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a military air, enquired, “ What's your name,
sir?” ¢ Comberbach,” (the name he had as-
sumed.) ‘ What do you come here for, sir?” as
if doubting whether he had any business there.
¢ Sir,” said Coleridge, * for what most other per-
sons come, to be made a soldier.” ‘Do you
think,” said the general, * you can run a French-
man through the body?” I do not know,”
replied Coleridge, “ as I never tried, but I'll
let a Frenchman run me through the body be-
fore I'll run away.” ¢That will do,” said the
general ; and Coleridge was turned into the
ranks. :

The same amiable and benevolent conduct
which was so interwoven in his nature, soon made
him friends, and his new comrades vied with
each other in their endeavours to be useful to him
and being, as before described, rather helpless,
he required the assistance of his fellow-soldiers.
They cleaned his horse, attended particularly to
its heels, and to the accoutrements. At thistime
he frequently complained of a pain at the pit of
his stomach, accompanied with sickness, which
totally prevented his stooping, and in consequence
he could never arrive at the power of bending his
body to rub the heels of his horse, which alone
was sufficient to make him dependent on his
comrades; but it should be observed that he
on his part was ever willing to assist them by
being their amanuensis when one was required,
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and wrote all their letters to their sweethearts and
wives.* Itappears that he never advanced beyond
the awkward squad, and that the drill-sergeant
had little hope of his progress from the neces-
sary warnings he gave to the rest of the troop,
even to this same squad to which he belonged ;
and, though his awkward manceuvres were well
understood, the sergeant would vociferously ex-
claim, “Take care of that Comberbach, 1 take
care of him, for he will ride over you,” and other
such complimentary warnings. From the notice
that one of his officers took of him, he excited,

* There is another incident which I shall here relate that raised
him in the esteem of his comrades. One of them was seized with
confluent small-pox, and his life was considered in great danger.
The fear of the spread of this had produced such alarm in his
quarters, that the sufferer was nearly deserted. Here Coleridge’s
reading served him; and, having a small quantity of medical know-
ledge in addition to a large share of kindness, he volunteered his
services, and nursed the sick man night and day for six weeks.
His patient recovered, to the joy of Coleridge and of his comrades.
The man was taken ill during a march, and in consequence of the
fears of the persons of the place, he and Coleridge (who had vo-
lunteered to remain with him) were put into an out-building, and
no communication held with them.—Coleridge remaining the
whole time in the same room with the man (who, during part of
his illness, was violently delirious) nursing and reading to him, &c.

+ In a published letter to a friend is the following observation :
] sometimes compare my own life with that of Steele (yet oh!
how unlike), led to this from having myself also for a brief time
borne arms, and written ‘private’ after my name, or rather
another name ; for being at a loss when suddenly asked my name,
I answered Comberback, and verily my habits were so little
equestrian, that my horse, I doubt not, was of that opinion,”

-
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for ashort time, the jealousy of some of his com-
panions. When in the street, he walked behind
this officer as an orderly, but when out of town
they walked abreast, and his comrades not un-
derstanding how a soldier in the awkward squad
merited this distinction, thought it a neglect of
themselves, which, for the time, produced some
additional discomfort to Coleridge. I believe
this officer to have been Capt. Ogle,* who I think
visited him in after life at Highgate. It seems
that his attention had been drawn to Coleridge
in consequence of discovering the following sen-
tence in the stables, written in pencil, “Eheu!
quam infortunii miserrimum est fuisse felicem !”
but his more immediate discovery arose from a
young man who had left Cambridge for the
army, and in his road through Reading to join
his regiment, met Coleridge in the street in his
Dragoon’s dress, who was about to pass him, but,
said he, ¢ No, Coleridge, this will not do, we have
been seeking you these six months ; I must and
will converse with you, and have no hesitation
in declaring that I shall immediately inform

* Capt. Nathaniel Ogle sold out of the 15th Dragoons, Nov.
19th, 1794.

Comberbacke enlisted at Reading, Dec. 3rd, 1793, commanded
at this time by Brevet Lieutenant Colonel Churchill, who was a
Major in the regiment at the time Comberbacke was discharged
at Hounslow, on the 10th of April, 1794, according to the War-
Office books.
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your friends that I have found you.” This led
to Coleridge’s return to Cambridge. The same
story is also related and made the ground work
of some scene in a novel, without the names, by
his early friend, Charles Lloyd—he who was in-
cluded by Canning in the Anti-jacobin with Cole-
ridge, Mr. Southey, and Lamb. He returned
to Cambridge, but did not long remain there ;
and quitted it without taking a degree. '

It has been observed, that men of genius move
in orbits of their own ; and seem deprived of that
free will which permits the mere man of talent
steadily to pursue the beaten path. Coleridge
had very early pictured to himself many of the
advantages of mechanical employment, its im-
munities and exemptions from the sufferings con-
sequent on the laborious exercise of thought;
but yet he never shrank from the task appa-
rently allotted to him ; he was made to soar and
not to creep ; even as a young man, his acquire-
ments were far beyond the age in which he lived.
With his amiable qualities, and early love of
domestic life, he would have been well content
to tread an humbler path, but it was otherwise
ordained ! -

However excellent for the many, the system
adopted by our universities was ill suited for a
mind like Coleridge’s, and there were some who
felt that a College routine was not the kind
of education which would best evolve, cultivate,
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and bring into training powers so unique. It has
been repeated, ad nauseam, that great minds will
- not descend to the industrious accumulation of
those acquirements best suited to fit them for
independence. To say that Coleridge would
not condescend would be a calumny,—nay, when
his health permitted, he would drudge and
work more laboriously at seme of the mecha-
nical parts of literature, than any man I ever
knew. To speak detractingly of great and
good men is frequently the result of malice
combined with egotism. Though it would be
injustice not to admit that he has had warm
admirers and deeply affectionate friends, it is
much to be regretted that there have -been
persons who have strangely maligned Coleridge,
and who have attributed to him vices of which
he was innocent. Had these vices existed, they
would not have found any unfair extenuation
in this memoir, nor would they have been
passed over without notice. In answer to ca-
lomnies at that time in circulation, (and with
sorrow and just indignation it is added- that
these reports originated with some who called
thiemselves his friends ; but, alas! most false and
hypocritical !) the following minute from his notes
8 queted: “ My acadewmic adventures and indis-
« eretions must have seemed unpardonable sins,”
that is, as they were related by the tale-bearers
and gossips of the day.. I mention these,”
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room was to be paid. The receiver of the money
on the alert ascended the stairs and informed
Coleridge of the man’s insolence and his deter-
mination not to pay for his admission. In the
midst of the lecture Coleridge stopped, and said
loud enough to be heard by the individual, that
before the intruder * kicked up a dust, he would
“ surely down with the dust,” and desired the
man to admit him. The individual had not long
been in the room before he began hissing, this was
succeeded by loud claps from Coleridge’s party,
which continued for a few minutes, but at last
they grew so warm that they began to vaciferate,
“Turn him out!”—* Turn him out!"—* Put him
out of the window!” Fearing@he consequences
of this increasing clamour, the lecturer was
compelled to request silence, and addressed
them as follows: ¢ Gentlemen, ours is the cause
“ of liberty! that gentleman has as much right
“ to hiss as you to clap, and you to clap as he
¢ to hiss ; but what is to be expected, gentlemen,
*“ when the cool waters.of reason come in contact
* with red hot aristocracy but a hiss?”’ When
the loud laugh ended, silence ensued, and the
rebuke was treasured and related.*

* A gentleman much interested in these lectures, who was also
present, has given the following version of the story, and it is so
well done, that I am desirous of inserting it:—

¢In all Mr. Coleridge’s lectures he was a steady opposer of
Mr. Pitt and the then existing war ; and also an enthusiastic ad-
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The terms aristocrat, democrat, and jacobin,
were the fashionable opprobrious epithets.of the
day; and well do I remember, the man who had
earned by his politics' the prefix of jacobin to
his name, was completely shunned in society,
whatever might be his moral character: but, as
might be expected, this was merely ephemeral,
when parties ran high, and were guided and
governed more by impulses and passion than by
principle. '

' ¢ Truth I pursued, as Fancy sketch’d the way,
¢ And wiser men than I went worse astray.”

Men of the greatest sense and judgment pos-
sessing good hearts are, on the review of the

mirer of Fox, Sheridan, Grey, &c. &c., but his opposition to the
_reigning politics discovered little asperity ; it chiefly appeared by
wit and sarcasm, and commonly ended in that which was the
speaker’s chief object, a laugh. Few attended Mr. C.’s lectures
but those whose political views were similar to his own ; but on
one occasion, some gentlemen of the opposite party came into the
lecture-room, and at one sentiment they heard, testified their dis-
approbation by the only easy and safe way in their power; namely,
by a hiss. The auditors were startled at so unusual a sound, not
knowing to what it might conduct; but their noble leader soon
quieted their fears, by instantly remarking, with great coolness,
¢ I am not at all surprised, when the red hot prejudices of aristo-
¢ crats are suddenly plunged into the cool waters of reason, that
¢ they should go off with a hiss!” The words were electric. The
assailants felt, as well as testified their confusion, and the whole
company confirmed it by immense applause! There was no more
hissing.” '
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“ It is worthy of remark,” says he, in a MS.
note, ““ that we may possess a thing in such ful-
‘““ness as to prevent its possession from being an
* object of distinct consciousness. Only as it les-
‘“ sens or dims, we reflect on it, and learn to value
*it. 'This is one main cause why young men of
‘“ high and ardent minds find nothing repulsive
“in the doctrines -of necessity, which, in after
‘“ years, they (as I have) recoil from. Thus, too,
* the faces of friends dearly beloved become dis-
“tinct in memory or dream only after long ab-
“ gence.” - Of the work itself he says,  Except
* the two or three pages involving the doctrine of
« philosophical necessity and Unitarianism, I
‘“ see-litlle or nothing in these outbursts of my
“ youthful zeal to retract, and with the exception
“ of some flame-coloured epithets applied to per-
‘ sons, as to Mr. Pitt and others, or rather to per-
* sonifications (for such they really were to me) as
«little to regret. Qualis ab initio esrnon S.T.C.*
When: a rifacimento of the Friend took place;
[1818] at vol. ii. p. 240, he states his reasons for
reprinting the lecture referred to, one of the
series delivered at Bristol in the year 1794-95,
because, says he,  this ‘very lecture, vide p.
“ 10, has been referred to in an infamous libel
“in proof of the author’s Jacobinism.” -

* This nete was written at Highgate, in a copy of the Con-
ciones ad Populum.
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“ (0! how I felt the anti-climax, the. abysmal
“ bathos of that FouRPENCE!) only fourpence, sir,
“ each number, to be published on every eighth day.
“ That comes to a deal of money. at the end of a
“ year; and how much did you say there was
“ to be for the money? Thirty-two pages, sir!
“ large octavo, closely printed. ‘Thirty and two
“ pages?! Bless me, why except what I does in a
« family way on the sabbath, that’s more than I
“ ever reads, sir! all the year round. I am as
“ great a one as any man in Brummagem, sir!
“for liberty and truth, and all them sort of
“ things, but as to this, (no offence, I hope, sir!)
“ I must beg to be excused. -

with whom you can converse. Your own spirit scarcely less free
from personal anxieties than the great minds, that in those books
are still living for you! Even your writing-desk, with its blank
paper and all its other implements, will appear as a chain of flowers,
capable of linking your feelings, as well as thoughts- to events,
and characters, past or to come : not a chain of iron which binds
you down to think of the future and the remote, by recalling the
claims and feelings of the peremptory present: but why should
I say retire ? The habits of active life and daily intercourse- with
the stir of the world, will tend to give you such self command,
that the presence of your family will be no interruption. Nay,
the social silence, or undisturbing voices of a wife or sister will be
like a restorative atmosphere, or soft music which moulds a dream
without becoming its object. If facts are required to prove the
possibility of combining weighty performances in literature with
full and independent employment, the works of Cicero and Xeno-
phon among the ancients ; of Sir Thomas Moore, Bacon, Baxter,
or, to refer at once to later and cotemporary instances, Darwin
and Roscoe, are at once decisive of the question.”— Biog. Lit.
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“ hums and hahs, abandoned the cause to his
« client; and I commenced an harangue of half
s an hour to Phileleutheros, the tallow-chandler,
“ varying my notes through the whole gamut of
« eloquence, from the ratiocinative to the de-
« clamatory, and, in the latter, from the pathetic
«“té the indignant. My taper man of lights
« listened with perseverant and praiseworthy
« patience, though (as I was afterwards told, in
“ complaining of certain gales that were not
« altogether ambrosial,) it was a melting day with
« him. And what, sir! (he said, after a short
« pause,) might the cost be? only rourpEnck,

tainly not manifest itself, without talents, I would advise every
scholar, who feels the genial power working within him, so far to
make a division between the two, as that he should devote his
talents to the acquirement of competence in some known trade or
profession, and his genius to objects of his tranquil and unbiassed
choice ; while the consciousness of being actuated in both alike
by the sincere desire to perform his duty, will alike ennoble both.
¢ My dear young friend,” (I would say), ‘‘ suppose yourself esta-
blished in any honourable occupation. Fromthe manufactory or
counting-house, from the law-court, or from having visited your
last patient, you return at evening,

¢ Dear tranquil time, when the sweet sense of home
Is sweetest.”

to your family, prepared for its social enjoyments, with the very
countenances of your wife and children brightened, and their voice
of welcome made doubly welcome by the knowledge that, as far
as they are concerned, you have satisfied the demands of the day,
by the labour of the day. Then, when you retire into your study,
in the books on your shelves, you revisit so many venerable friends
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The observation alluded to is as follows : « All
“ my experience, from my first entrance into
- “ life to the present hour, is in favour of the
‘ warning maxim, that the man who opposes in
‘“ toto the political or religious zealots of his age, is
“ safer from their obloquy than he who differs from
“ them but in one or two points only IN DEGREE.”
This is a truth too important to pass lightly over,
as in this consisted much of that feeling which
prevented his being popular, (for unless an in-
dividual goes the whole length of the party who
may choose to adopt him, he is discarded, and
it is well for him if he is not persecuted and held
up to public ridicule).* '

Zealots are usually superficial, but in herds they
are found to support each other, and by their
numbers assume an imposing air.—One weak
man cannot stand, but three may.—By this mode
of congregating, they are more easily managed
by their leaders, whose impulses they obey, and
to whom they become willing slaves. Men who

* Tale and novel writing of second-rate order, somewhat spiced
and stimulating, are sure to succeed, and carry ‘ of course’ popularity
with their success, by advertising the writer. Of this there is an
instance in Coleridge’s own works. The ¢ Zapoyla,” entitled a
¢ Christmas Tale,” (and which he never sat down to write, but
dictated it while walking up and down the room,) became so
immediately popular that 2000 copies were sold in six weeks, while
it required two years for the sale of 1000 copies of the ¢ Aids to
Reflection,” which cost him much labour, and was the fruit of
many years' reflection.
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“my printer, for a sum between eighty and
‘ ninety pounds, if the money had net been paid
¢ for me by a man, by no means affluent, a dear
“friend who =ttached himself to me from my
« first arrival at Bristol, who eontinued my friend
“ with a fidelity unconquered by time, or even
“by my own apparent neglect; a friend from
“ whom 1 never received an advice that was not
« gentle and affectionate.” p. 177.

. Coleridge’s reputation from boyhood quietly
increased, not through the favor, but the censure
of reviewers. It was this which, contrary to
their wishes, diffused his name as poet and
philosopher. So long as there are readers to
be gratified by calumny, there will always be
found - writers eager to furnish a supply ; and he
had othér enemies, unacquainted with the cri-
tical profession, yet morbidly vain, and because
disappointed in their literary hopes, no less
malignant. - '

Alas! how painful it is to witness at times the
operatiori of some of the human passions.—
Should envy take the lead, her twin sisters, hatred
and malice, follow as auxiliaries in her train,—
and, in the struggles for aseendancy and exten-
sion of her power, she subverts those principles
which might impede her path, and then speedily
effects the destruction of all the kindly feelings

» most honourable to man.
Coleridge was conscientiously an opponent of
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respected by all the better and educated classes
in the neighbourhood.

He spoke of Stowey with warmth and affec-
tion to the latest hours of his life. Here, as
before mentioned, dwelt his friend Mr. Thomas
Poole—the friend (justly so termed) to whom he
alludes in his beautiful dedicatory poem to his
brother the Rev. George Coleridge, and in which,
when referring to himself, he says,

“ To me the Eternal Wisdom hath dispensed
¢ A different fortume and more different mind—
. ¢ Me from the spot where first I sprang to light
¢“ Too soon transplanted, ere my soul had fix’d
"¢ Its first doinestic loves; and hence through life
¢ Chasing chanee-started friendships. A brief while
¢ Some have preserved me from life’s pelting ills ;
¢ But, like a tree with leaves of feeble stem,
¢ If the clouds lasted, and a sudden breeze
¢ Ruffled the boughs, they on my head at onee
“¢ Dropp’d the collected shower; and some most false,
¢ False and fair foliaged as the Manchineel,
¢ Have tempted me to slumber in their shade
¢ E'en mid the storm ; then breathing subtlest damps,
“ Mix'd their own venom with the rain from Heaven,
¢ That I woke poison’d! But, all praise to Him
“ Who gives us all things, more have yielded me-
¢ Permanent shelter ; and beside one friend,*
¢¢ Beneath the impervious covert of one oak,
¢ I’ve raised a lowly shed, and know the names
¢ Of husband and of father; not unhearing
¢¢ Of that divine and nightly-whispering voice,
¢ Which from my ekildhood to maturer years
¢ Spake to me of predestinated wreaths,
¢ Bright with no fading colours !”

]

* Thomas Poole, Esq.
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“of that year. ‘The Religious Musings’ were .
“ written as early as Christmas 1794.” He then
was about to enter his 23rd year. The preface
to this volume is a key to his opinions and feel-
ings at that time; and which the foregoing part
of this memoir is also intended to illustrate..

“ Compositions resembling those of the present
‘“volume are not unfrequently condemned for
“ their querulous egotism. But egotism is to be
“ condemned only when it offends against time
“and. place, as in a history or epic poem.
“'To censure it in a monody or sonnet is almost
““ as absurd as to dislike a circle for being round.
“ Why then write sonnets or monodies? Be-
‘“ cause they give me pleasure when, perhaps,
“ nothing else could. After the more violent
¢ emotions of sorrow, the mind demands amuse-

“ment, and can find it in employment alone ;
“but full of its late sufferings, it can endure
‘“no employment not in some measure con-
‘“ nected with them. Forcibly to turn away our
‘« attention to general subjects is a painful and
““ most. often an unavailing effort.”

¢But.O! how grateful to a wounded heart

The tale of misery to impart :

‘From others’ eyes bid artless sorrows flow,
And raise esteem upon the base of woe.’—Shaw.

“The communicativeness of our nature leads
“ us to describe our own sorrows ; in the endea-
“ vour to describe them, intellectual activity is
VOL. I. H
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“racy when he classes love and poetry as pro-
¢ ducing the same effects:

¢ Love.and the wish of poets when their tongue
Would teach to others’ bosoms, what so charms
Their own.’ Pleasures of Imagination.

“There is one species of egotism which is truly
* disgusting; not that which leads to communicate
“ our feelings to others, but that which would re-
“ duce the feelings of others to an identity with
“ our own.

“ The atheist who exclaims ¢ pshaw,” when
‘“ he glances his eye on the praises of Deity, isan

¢ egotist ; an old man, when he speaks contemp-
“ tuously of love verses is an egotist; and the
¢ gleek favourites of fortune are egotists when they
“ condemn all ‘ melancholy discontented’ verses.
“ Surely it would be candid not merely to ask
‘ whether the poem pleases ourselves, but to con-
« gider whether or no there may not be others, to
“ whom it is well calculated to give an innocent
¢ pleasure.

“ I .shall only add, that each of my readers
“ will, I hope, remember, that these poems on
“ various subjects, which he reads at one time
¢ and under the influence of one set of feelings,
“ were written at different times and prompted
“ by very different feelings; and, therefore, that,
¢ the supposed inferiority of one poem to another
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“ virulence against Gray and Collins. ‘We now
* hear no more of it,.itot that their poems are
«“ better understood dt’ present, than they were
“at their first publication'j -but_their fame is
« established ; and a critic W(m'ld ‘accuse him-
“ gelf of frigidity or inattention;” .wfm should
¢ profess not to understand them : but a lrvlug
“ writer is yet sub judice; and if we canhot -
« follow_his conceptions or enter into his feelings,” "
“ it is more consoling to our pride to consider
“ him as lost beneath, than as soaring above, us.
« If any man expect from my poems the same
« easiness of style which he admires in a drink-
“ ing-song for him, I have not written. Intel-
< ligibilia, non intellectum adfero.

“ I expect neither profit nor general fame by
“ my writings ; and I consider myself as having
“ been amply repaid without either. -Poetry
“ has been to me its own ‘ exceeding great re-
« ward ;’ it has soothed my afflictions; it has
« multiplied and refined my enjoyments ; it has
« endeared solitude; and it has given me the
“ habit of wishing to discover the good and the
“ beautiful in all that meets and surrounds me.”
‘We seem now to have arrived at that period
of Coleridge’s life which a profound student of
his poetry, and himself a pleasing and elegant
poet, has considered the period of the “ Annus
Mirabilis.” ¢ The Manhood,” he observes, “ of
_ Coleridge’s true poetical life was in the year
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On the morning after their arrival, Coleridge
met with an accident which disabled him from
walking during the whole of their stay. One
evening, when they had left him for a few hours,
he composed the poem, “ This Lime-tree Bower
my Prison,” in which he refers to his old friend,
while watching him in fancy with his sister,
winding and ascending the hills at a short dis-
tance, himself detained as if a prisoner :

“ Yes! they wander on

¢ In gladness all ; but thou, methinks, most glad,
¢ My gentle-hearted Charles! for thou hast pined
¢ And hunger'd after nature, many a year ;
¢¢ In the great city pent, winning thy way

. ¢ With sad yet patient soul, through evil, and pain,
¢ Ang strange calamity ! Ah! slowly sink
‘¢ Behind the western ridge, thou glorious sun !
‘¢ Shine in the slant beams of the sinking orb,
¢ Ye purple heath flowers ! richlier burn, ye clouds !
*¢ Live in the yellow light, ye distant groves'!
¢ And kindle, thou blue ocean! So my friend
¢¢ Struck with deep joy may stand, as I have stood,
¢¢ Silent with swimming sense ; yea, gazing round
¢ On the wide landscape, gaze till all doth seem
¢¢ Less gross than bodily ; and of such hues
¢ As veil the Almighty Spirit, when yet he makes
¢ Spirits perceive his presence.”

During his residence here, Mr. William Haz-
litt became acquainted with him, which is thus
vividly recorded in the ¢ Liberal :”

“ My father was a dissenting minister at Wem,
in Shropshire ; and in the year 1798, Mr. Cole-
ridge came to Shrewsbury, to succeed Mr. Rowe
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in the spiritual charge of a Unitarian congre-
gation there. ' He did not come till late on the
Saturday aftérnoon before he was to preach, and
Mr. Rowe, who himself went down to the coach
in a state of anxiety and expectation, to look for
the arrival of his succéssor, could find no one at
all answering the description, but a round-faced
man, in a short black coat (like a shooting jacket),
whieh hardly seemed to have been made for hin,
but-who appeared to be talking at a great rate to
his féllow-passengers. Mr. Rowe had scarcely
returned to give an-account of his disappoint-
ment, when the round-faced man inblack entered,
and dissipated all doubts on the subject, by be-

" ginning to talk.. He did not cease while he

stayed, nor hias he since that I know of.*

“ He held the good town of Shrewsbury in
delightful suspense for three weeks that he re-
mained there, ¢ fluttering the proud.- Salopians
like an eagle in a dove-cot; and the Welsh
mountains, that skirt the horizon with their tem-
pestuous confusion, agree to have heard no such
mystic sounds since the days of

¢ High-born Hoel’s harp or soft Llewellyn’s lyre !’

* This- ill-natured remark requires no comment: but I would
fain recommend the reader to peruse the beautiful and faithful
portrait of him in the Preface to the second edition of the  Table
Talk,” Murray, Albemarle Street.
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say) he was conversing with W. H.’s forehead.’
His appearance was different from what I had
anticipated from seeing him before. At a dis-
tance, and in the dim light of the chapel, there
was to me a strange wildness in his aspect, a
dusky obscurity, and I thought him pitted with
the small-pox. His complexion was at that time
clear, and even bright,

¢ As are the children of yon azure sheen.’

His forehead was broad and high, as if built of
ivory, with large projecting eyebrows, and his
eyes rolling beneath them like a sea with dark-
ened lustre.

¢ A certain tender bloom his face o’erspread ;’

a purple tinge, as we see it in the pale, thoughtful
complexions of the Spanish portrait painters,
Murillo and Velasquez. His mouth was rather
open, his chin good-humoured and round, and
his nose small.

‘¢ Coleridge in his person was rather above the
common size, inclining to the corpulent. His
hair (now, alas! grey, and during the latter
years of his life perfectly white) was then black,
and glossy as the raven’s wing, and fell in
smooth masses over his forehead. This long
liberal hair is peculiar to enthusiasts.” * (The
Liberal, vol. ii. pp. 23—27.)

* He was not an enthusiast in the sense this individual used
the word ; in whatever studies he was engaged, he pursued them

VOL. I. I
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« valley, or basin, on our right hand, into which
“ we looked down, is called the Wald Rauschen-
“ bach, that is, the Valley of the Roaring Brook ;
“ and roar it did, indeed, most solemnly! The
“ road on which we walked was weedy with
< infant fir-trees, an inch or two high; and now,
“on our left hand, came before us a most
 tremendous precipice of yellow and black
“ rock, called the Rehberg, that is, the Moun-
‘ tain of the Roe. Now again is nothing but
‘ firs and pines, above, below, around us! How
« awful is the deep unison of their undividable
* murmur ; what a one thing it is—it is a sound
* that impresses the dim notion of the Omni-
‘“ present! In various parts of the deep vale
“ below us, we beheld little dancing waterfalls
¢ gleaming through the branches, and now, on
‘¢ our left hand, from the very summit of the hill
‘“ above us, a powerful stream flung itself down,
‘¢ leaping and foaming, and now concealed, and
‘“ now not concealed, and now half concealed
“ by the fir-trees, till, towards the road, it
* became a visible sheet of water, within whose
‘¢ immediate neighbourhood no pine could have
‘¢ permanent abiding place. . The snow lay every
“ where on the sides of the roads, and glim-
“ mered in company with the waterfall foam,
‘“ snow patches and waterbreaks glimmering
¢ through the branches in the hill above, the
‘“ deep basin below, and the hill opposite.
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« Sat, his white beard slow waving. I moved on
* With low and languid thought, for I had found
¢ That grandest scenes have but imperfect charms
““ Where the eye vainly wanders, nor beholds
‘¢ One spot with which the heart associates
¢ Holy remembrances of child or friend,
¢ Or gentle maid, our first and early love,
¢ Or father, or the venerable name
¢ Of our adored country. O thou Queen,
* Thou delegated Deity of Earth,
¢ O ¢dear, dear’ England ! how my longing eyes
¢ Tarned westward, shaping in the steady clouds
*¢ Thy sands and high white cliffs! Sweet native isle,
«¢ This heart was proud, yea, mine eyes swam with tears
‘¢ To think of thee; and all the goodly view
. ¢ From sovran Brocken, woods and woody hills
¢ Floated away, like a departing dream,
¢¢ Feeble and dim. Stranger, these impulses
*¢ Blame thou not lightly ; nor will I profane,
¢ With hasty judgment or injurious doubt,
¢ That man’s sublimer spirit, who can feel
*¢ That God is every where, the God who framed
¢ Mankind to be one mighty brotherhood,
¢ Himself our Father, and the world our home.

“ We left Elbingerode, May 14th, and travelled
“ for half a mile through a wild country, of
‘ bleak ‘stony hills by our side, with several
‘¢ caverns, or rather mouths of caverns, visible
‘“ in their breasts; and now we came to Rubil-
“ land,—Oh, it was a lovely scene! Our road
“ was at the foot of low hills, and here were a
‘“ few neat cottages; behind us were high hills,
“ with a few scattered firs, and flocks of goats
« visible on the topmost crags On our right
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“ contrasted well with the stern quietness of the
“ huge forest-sea every where else.
. . B * * *

“ In patore all things are individual, but a
‘“ wird is but an arbitrary character for a whole
*“ class of things; so that the same description
“ may in almost all cases be applied to twenty
« different appearances ; and in addition to the
¢ difficulty of the thing itself, I neither am, nor
‘ ever was, a good hand at description. I see
*“ what I write, but, alas! I cannot write what
“I see. From the Oder Seich we entered a
“ second wood ; and now the snow met us in
“ large masses, and we walked for two miles
‘¢ knee-deep in it, with an inexpressible fatigue,
“till we came to the mount called Little
“ Brocken ; here even the firs deserted us, or
“ only now and then a patch of them, wind-
‘¢ shorn, no higher than one’s knee, matted and
« cowering to the ground, like our thorn bushes
“ on the highest sea-hills. The soil was plashy
“ and boggy; we descended and came to the
*¢ foot of the Great Brocken without a river—the
“ highest mountain in all the north of Germany,
‘ and the seat of innumerable superstitions. On
* the first of May all the witches dance here at
“ midnight ; and those who go may see their
“ own ghosts walking up and down, with a little
“ billet on the back, giving the names of those
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« valley, or basin, on our right hand, into which
“ we looked down, is called the Wald Rauschen-
“ bach, that is, the Valley of the Roaring Brook ;
« and -roar it did, indeed, most solemnly! The
“ road on which we walked was weedy with
« infant fir-trees, an inch or two high ; and now,
“on our left hand, came before us a most
‘ tremendous precipice of yellow and black
“ rock, called the Rehberg, that is, the Moun-
* tain of the Roe. Now again is nothing but
« firs and pines, above, below, around us! How
« awful is the deep unison of their undividable
“ murmur ; what a one thing it is—it is a sound
« that impresses the dim notion of the Omni-
‘ present! In various parts of the deep vale
“ below us, we beheld little dancing waterfalls
¢ gleaming through the branches, and now, on
‘ our left hand, from the very summit of the hill
‘¢ above us, a powerful stream flung itself down,
¢ leaping and foaming, and now concealed, and
“ now not concealed, and now half concealed
“by the fir-trees, till, towards the road, it
*“ became a visible sheet of water, within whose
‘“ immediate neighbourhood no pine could have
‘¢ permanent abiding place. . The snow lay every
“ where on the sides of the roads, and glim-
“ mered in company with the waterfall foam,
‘“ snow patches and waterbreaks glimmering
¢ through the branches in the hill above, the
“ deep basin below, and the hill opposite.
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* contrasted well with the stern quietness of the
‘ huge forest-sea every where else.
. . B * % »

“ In nature all things are individual, but a
“ wird is but an arbitrary character for a whole
* class of things; so that the same description
“ may in almost all cases be applied to twenty
«¢ different appearances; and in addition to the
* difficulty of the thing itself, I neither am, nor
‘““ ever was, a good hand at description. I see
* what I write, but, alas! I cannot write what
“1 see.- From the Oder Seich we entered a
“ second wood ; and now the snow met us in
« large masses, and we walked for two miles
‘“ knee-deep in it, with an inexpressible fatigue,
«“ till we came to the mount called Little
“ Brocken ; here even the firs deserted us, or
“ only now and then a patch of them, wind-
« shorn, no higher than one’s knee, matted and
< cowering to the ground, like our thorn bushes
“ on the highest sea-hills. The soil was plashy
“ and boggy; we descended and came to the
“ foot of the Great Brocken without a river—the
“ highest mountain in all the north of Germany,
* and the seat of innumerable superstitions. On
¢ the first of May all the witches dance here at
“ midnight; and those who go may see their
“ own ghosts walking up and down, with a little
“ billet on the back, giving the names of those
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it must, no doubt, be observed on other high
mountains, which have a situation favourable
for producing it. The first time I was deceived
by this extraordinary phenomenon, I had clam-
bered up to the summit of the Brocken, very
early in the morning, in order to wait there for
the inexpressibly beautiful view of the sun rising
in the east. The heavens were already streaked
with red : the sun was just appearing above the
horizon in full majesty, and the most perfect
serenity prevailed throughout the surrounding
country. When the other Hartz mountains in
the south-west, towards the Worm mountains,

been almost carried away by a violent gust of wind, he suddenly
raised his hand to his head, to protect his hat, and the colossal
figure did the same. He immediately made another movement
by bending his body, an action which was repeated by the spectral
figure. M. Haué was desirous of making further experiments,
but the figure disappeared. He remained however in the same
position expecting its return, and in a few minutes it again made
its appearance on the Achtermannshohe, when it mimicked his
gestures as before. He then called the landlord of the inn, and
having both taken the same position which he had before, they
looked towards the Achtermannshohe, but saw nothing. Ina very
short space of time, however, two colossal figures were formed over
the above eminence, and after bending their bodies, and imitating
the gestures of the two spectators, they disappeared. Retaining
their position and keeping their eyes still fixed upon the same spot,
the two gigantic spectres again stood before them, and were joined
by a third. . Every movement that they made was imitated by the
three figures, but the effect varied in its intensity, being some-
times weak and faint, and at other times strong and well defined
———"" Vide Sir D. Brewster's Natural Magic, p. 128.
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- - After visiting the Hartz, Coleridge returned to
Gottingen, and in his note-book in a leave-taking
memorial as well as autograph, the following
lines were written by Blumenbach, the son :—

¢“ Wenn Sie, bester Freund, auch in Jhrer Heimath die
Natur bewundern werden, wie wir beide es auf dem Harze
gethan haben, so erinnern Sie sich des Harzes, und ich darf
dann hoffen, das Sie auch mich nicht vergessen werden.
¢¢ Leben Sie wohl, und reisen gliicklich,
¢ Jhr. BLUMENBACH."

TRANSLATION.

If you perchance, my dearest friend, should still continue
to admire the works of nature at your home, as we have done
together on the Hartz; recall to your recollection the Hartz,
and then 1 dare hope that you will also think of me.

Farewell, may you have a prosperous voyage.
(Signed) yours, BLUMENBACH.

Coleridge returned to England after an ab-
sence of fourteen months, and arrived in London
the 27th November, 1799.

He went to Germany but little versed in the
language, and adopted the following plan of ac-
quiring it, which he recommends to others:
“To those,” says he, ** who design to acquire the
“ lapguage of a country in the country itself, it
“may be useful, if I mention the incalculable
‘“advantages which I derived from learning all
“the words that could possibly be so learnt, with
‘“the objects before me, and without the inter-
“ mediation of the English terms. It was a re-
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« QOthello, but from Richard the Second, or the
“_three parts of Henry the Sixth. We scarcely
“ expect rapidity in an historical drama; and
“ many prolix speeches are pardoned from cha-
‘ racters, whose names and actions have formed
‘ the most amusing tales of our early life. On
“ the other hand, there exist in these plays
“ more individual beauties, more passages the
“ excellence of which will bear reflection than in
“ the former productions of Schiller. '
"7 The description of the Astrological Tower,
“ and the reflections of the young lover, which
‘ follow it, form in the original a fine poem,
“and my translation must have been wretched
“ indeed, if it can have wholly overclouded the
“ beauties of the scene in the first act of the first
“ play, between Questenberg, Max. and Octavio
“ Piccolomini.

-4 If we except the scene of the setting sun in
« the Robbers, I know of no part in Schiller’s
« plays, which equals the whole of the first
“ scene of the fifth act of the concluding play.
“ It would be unbecoming in me to be more
« diffuse on this subject. A translator stands
“ connected with the original author by a cer-
¢ tain law of subordination, which makes it more
“ decorous to point out excellencies than defects ;
“ indeed, he is not likely to be a fair judge of
“ either. The pleasure or disgust from his own
* labour, will mingle with the feelings that arise
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air, which animal life destroyed ! Priestley was
hailed as the wonder of his age, and for a while
its oracle. He was however no ordinary being,
and even his enemies admitted him to be a kind
and moral man. His intellectual powers. will
speak for themselves. We have now had suffi-
cient experience to see how shifting all kind of
theory must be when left to the will and inge-
nuity of man only—and how unsafe a guide in
questions of importance as the one now referred
to. Horsley saw the weak points of Priestley’s
argument, and was not to be dazzled and put
aside by Priestley’s philosophical display. Hors-
ley fearlessly entered into this controversy, like
a man who felt his own strength, and particularly
the. strength of his cause; though he needed
not the courage of a Luther, he was apparently
a man who possessed it, if called on. He used
the best means to silence his adversary,* with
the Bible before him as his shield, (but at the
same time his support as well as defence,) from
behind which he assailed his opponent with his
Biblical learning so powerfully, that his first
attack made Priestley feel the strength of his
adversary. In vaunting language, Priestley made
the best defence which he thought he could, but

* Horsley appears to have been in his way a Christian Her-
cules, and well adapted for cleansing even an Augean stable of

apostasy.
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* hollow faith, and for an ambiguous purpose,*
“ my mind then wavering in its necessary pas-
‘“sage from Unitarianism (which, as I have
“often said, is the religion of a man, whose
“ reason would make him an atheist, but whose
* hetirt and common sense will not permit him
“to be so) through Spinosism into Plato and
« 8t. John. No Christ, no God! This I now feel
“ with all its needful evidence of the under-
“standing : would to God my spirit were made
“ conform thereto—that no Trinity, no God!
* That Unitarianism in all its forms is idolatry,
“ and that the remark of Horsley is most accu-
“ rate ; that Dr. Priestley’s mode of converting
«'the Jews and Turks is, in the great essential
¢ of religious faith, to give the name of Chris-
“ tianity to their present idolatry —truly the
“trick of Mahomet, who, finding that the moun-
“tain would not come to him, went to the
“ monntain. O! that this conviction may work
“upon me and in me, and that my mind may
“be made up as to the character of Jesus,
“and of historical Christianity, as clearly as
“it is of the logos, and intellectual or spi-
«ritual Christianity—that I may be made to
“ know either their especial and peculiar union,

-

* This observation, it is presumed, alludes to the time when he
was preaching Unitarianism.
VOL. 1. M
.
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“ I should feel no offence if a Unitarian ap-
“ plied the same to me, any more than if he
“ were to say, that 2 and 2 being 4, 4 and 4
“ must be 8.”—Biog. Lit. vol. ii. p. 307.
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CHAPTER III.

LEAVES THE LAKES ON ACCOUNT OF HIS HEALTH FOR MALTA.—HIS EMPLOY-
MENT IN MALTA IN 1805.—GOES TO SYRACUSE AND ROME.—WINTERS
AT NAPLES 15TH OF DECEMBER, 1806. .

Mgr. CoLERIDGE once met Mrs. Barbauld at an
evening party. He had not long been present,
and the recognition of mere acquaintanceship
over, than, walking across the room, she addressed
him in these words :—* So, Mr. Coleridge, I un-
derstand you do not consider Unitarians Chris-
tians.” “I hope, Madam,” said he, *that all
¢ persons born in a Christian country are Chris-
* tians, and trust they are under the condition of
“ being saved ; but I do contend that Unitarianism
“ is not Christianity ;" to which she replied, « I
do not understand the distinction.”

This want of knowledge of the difference, is
commeon to many very clever and very amiable
persons of this creed. It is hoped that we are
not always to be tried by our speculative opi-
nions, for man is frequently constituted higher
and better than the principles he sometimes
adopts.
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Coleridge frequently observed, ‘I do not so
“ much care for men’s religious opinions,—they-
“ vary, and are dependant on that which usually
¢ surrounds them—but I regard with more atten-
“ tion what men are.” He extended his kind-
ness to all he believed to be good, whatever their
creed, and when in his power, his aid. When
- injured, he immediately forgave, as he hoped to
be forgiven, * and when reviled and persecuted,
he never became pérsecutor. Of him it may
be said, what he himself observed of the pious
Baxter, that * he came a century before his
“ time.” The Western world however seems to
have better appreciated the works of Coleridge,
than most of his countrymen: in some parts of
America, his writings are understood and highly
valued. :

In 1801, he settled at Keswick, in a house,
which if not built, was at least finished for him,
by a then neighbour (a Mr. Jackson,) and for
a time he occupied a part of it. But here his
health greatly failed, and he suffered severe rheu-
matism from the humidity of a lake country, .
which was the main cause of his leaving Kes-
wick for Malta.

It has been already observed, that when a
youth at school, he had, from imprudent bathing,

* Alas! for myself at least I know and feel, that wherever
there is a wrong not to be forgiven, there is a grief that admits
neither of cure nor comforting.— Private Record, 1806.

»
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who''had “been sent to Malta for pulmonary’
diséase. He frequently observed how much the
invalid; at first landing, was relieved by the cli-
widte and the stimulus of change ; but when the
novelty, ansmg from that change, had ceased,
the monotonois sameness of the blue sky, ac-
companied by the summer heat of the climate,
acted powerfully as a sedative, ending in speedy
dissolution,—even more speedy than in a colder
climate. The effects on Coleridge seemed to run
parallel to this. = At first he remarked that he was
relieved, but afterwards speaks of his limbs “as
“lifeless tools,” and of the violent pains in his
bowéls, ‘which neither opium, ether, nor pep-
permint, separately or combined, could relieve.
These several states he minuted down, from time
to: time, for after-consideration or comparison.
He most frequently sought relief from bodily suf-
fering in religious meditations, or in some aug-
mented exercise of his mind :

. ¢ Sickness, ’tis true,
¢ Whole years of weary days, besieged him close,
¢ Even to the gates and inlets of his life !
¢ But it is true, no less, that strenuous, firm,
¢ And with a natural gladness, he maintained
- ¢ The citadel unconquered, and in joy
“ Was strong to follow the delightful muse.’
Tombless Epztaph

* I would fain request the reader to peruse the poem, entitled
¢ A Tombless Epitaph,” to be found in Coleridge’s Poetical Works,
1834, page 200.
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and fame only, he observes, is the aim and
object of every good and great man, though it
is too often confounded with mere reputation.
When a youth, he had learnt how to value that
bubble reputation, its fleeting character, but the
love of which, in some men, is so injurious both
to head and heart. Reputation, ‘the morrow’s
‘meal,” the ‘ breakfast only,” the furnisher of
the tinsel ornaments, or at most of some of the
worldly agreeables, sown perhaps for future
worldly enjoyment. He laboured for riches of
another kind, and stored them, in the hope of
receiving a'more permanent reward : : :

“ By fame of course,” says Coleridge, “1I
‘“ mean any thing rather than reputation,* the
¢ desire of working in the good and great per-
‘ manently, through indefinite ages, the struggle
‘ to be promoted into the rank of God’s fellow-
‘ labourers. For bold as this expression is, it is

* Coleridge when asked what was the difference between fame
and reputation, would familiarly reply, ¢ Fame is the fiat of the

“ good and wise,” and then with energy would quote the following
beautiful lines from Milton :—

¢ Fame igno plant that grows on mortal soil,
Nor in the glistering foil
Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies: -
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes,
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove; -
As he pronounces lastly on each deed,
©Of 80 much fame in Heaven expect thy meed.’

Lycidas. -
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¢ pleasing ; but not that he has struggled with
« positive appropriated desire, i.e. desire with
“ an object. Love in short requires an absolute
« peace and harmony between all parts of huinan
‘“ nature, such as it is, and it is offended by any
“ war, though the battle should be decided in
¢ favour of the worthier.

. This is perhaps the final cause of the rarity
“ of true love, and the efficient and immediate
“ cause of its difficulty. Ours is a life of pro-
‘ bation, we are to contemplate and obey duty
« for its own sake, and in order to this we, in
‘ our present imperfect state of being, must see
“ it not merely abstracted from, but in direct
« opposition to the wish, the inclination. Having
“ perfected this, the highest possibility of human
“ nature, he may then with safety harmonize all
“ his being with it; ke may Love!—To perform
¢ duties absolutely from the sense of duty, is the
“ ideal, which perhaps no human being ever can
“ arrive at, but which every human being ought
“ to try to draw near unto. This is in the only
‘“ wise, and verily, in a most sublime sense to
 see God face to face ; which, alas! it seems too
“ true, that.no man can do and lve, i.e. a human
“ life. It would become incompatible with his
“ organization, or rather it would transmute it,
“ and the process of that transmutation to the
‘ senses of other men would be called death.—
‘ Even as to caterpillars; in all probability the

VOL. I, N
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after. a day’'s voyage, arrived at Syracuse.. He
remained in Sicily a short time only,.for he was
eager to visit -the # eternal. city” (Rome,) in
which he staid some months. The next date
marking his progress,- is the 15th December,
1806, Naples,—the usual place of the residence
of ‘travellers during summer.*. .This gap in his
minutes is partly filled. up by: his own verbal
account, repeated at.various times to the writer
of this.memoir. . While in Rome;. he ‘was. ac-
tively. employed in visiting the great. works: of
art, statues, pictures, . buildings, palaces, &c. &c.
observations on which, he minuted: down for pub-
lication. Here he became acquainted: with the
eminent literary men at that time collected there,
and here he first saw the great American painter
Alston, for.:whom he always cherished an un-
feigned regard. The German poet Tieck, he
then for the first time also saw, and many ethers
of celebrity. To one of them he was mainly in-
debted for his safety, otherwise he might have

* The following memoranda written in pencil, and apparently
as he journeyed along, but now scarcelylegible, may perhaps have
an interest for some readers :—

¢ Sunday, December 15th, 1805.

¢ Naples, view of Vesuvius, the Hail-mist—Torre del Greco—
“ bright amid darkness—the mountains above it flashing here and
¢¢ there from their snows ; but Vesuvius, it had not thinned as I
‘¢ have seen at Keswick;, but the air so consolidated with the massy
¢ cloud curtain, that it appeared like a mountain in basso relievo,
‘ in an interminable wall of some pantheon.”
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promptly obeyed by Coleridge. Hastening to
Leghorn, he discovered an American vessel
ready to sail for England, on board of which
he embarked. On the voyage she was chased
by a French vessel, which so alarmed the
American, that he compelled Coleridge to throw
his papers overboard, and thus to his great
regret, were lost the fruits of his literary labours
in Rome.*

In 1806 he returned to England, and took up
his residence for a time at Keswick, but was
more generally with his friend Wordsworth, then
living at Grassmere.

At Grassmere he planned 7The Friend, for
which Mr. Wordsworth wrote a few contribu-
tions ; and receiving occasionally some little as-
sistance from other writers, he was enabled to

* Though his Note Books are full of memoranda, not an entry
or date of his arrival at Rome is to be found. To Rome itself
and its magnificence, he would often refer in conversation. Un-
fortunately there is not a single document to recall the beautiful .
images he would place before your mind in perspective, when in-
spired by the remembrance of its wonder-striking and splendid
objects. He however preserved some short essays, which he
wrote when in Malta, Observations on Sicily, Cairo, &c. &c. po-
litical and statistical, which will probably form part of the hterary
remains in train of publication.

Malta, on a first view of the subject, seemed topresent a situation
so well fitted for a landing place, that it was intended to have
adopted this mode, as in The Friend, of dividing the present
memoir ; but this loss of MS. and the breaches of continuity,
render it impracticable.
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‘“best sense of the word, popular. By honour-
«.able ambition, I mean the strong desire to be
‘ useful, aided by the wish to be generally ac-
“ knowledged to have been so. As I feel myself
‘ actuated in no ordinary degree by this desire,
“ so the hope of realizing it appears less and
¢ less presumptuous to me, since I have received
“ from men of highest rank and established
“ character in the republic of letters, not only
‘“ gtrong encouragements as to my own fitness
“ for the undertaking, but likewise promises of
“ support from their own stores.

“ The object of ‘ The Friend’ briefly and ge-
* nerally expressed is—to uphold those truths and
¢ those merits against the caprices of fashion,
* and such pleasures, as either depend on tran-
“gitory and accidental causes, or are pursued
“ from less worthy impulses. The chief subjects
“ of my own essays will be:—

*“ The true ‘and sole ground of morality, or
“ virtue, as distinguished from prudence.

“The origin and growth of moral impulses,
‘“ as distinguished from external and immediate
‘“ motives.

* The necessary dependence of taste on moral
“ impulses and habits; and the nature of taste
¢ (relatively to judgment in general and to
‘ genius) defined, illustrated and applied. Under
‘ this head I comprise the substance of the
“ Lectures given, and intended to have been
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“ come incurable, not by the virulence of their
‘“ own quality, but by the unapt and violent na-
“ ture of the remedies.” —(Burke’s speech on the
11tk of February, 1780.)

TO MY READERS.

« Conscious that I am about to deliver my
“ sentiments on a subject of the utmost delicacy,
1 have selected the general motto to all my po-
* litical lucubrations, from an authority equally
“ respected by both parties. I have taken it
“ from an orator, whose eloquence enables Eng-
‘ lishmen to repeat the name of Demosthenes
* and Cicero, without humiliation ; from a states-
“ man, who has left to our language a bequest
“ of glory unrivalled and all our own, in the
“ keen-eyed, yet far-sighted genius, with which
“ he has made the profoundest general principles
“ of political wisdom, and even the recondite
‘ laws of human passions, bear upon particular
“ measures and passing events. While of the
“ harangues of Pitt, Fox, and their compeers on
“ the most important occurrences, we retain a
“ few unsatisfactory fragments alone, the very
“ flies and weeds of Burke shine to us through
‘ the purest amber, imperishably enshrined, and
“ valuable from the precious material of their
- embalment. I have extracted the passage not









LIFE OF COLERIBGE. 191

that there was no important truth, in which
this. Triad was not contained. As ours was a
constitutional government, composed of three
great powers (of the three great estates of
the realm, as Queen Elizabeth would say, the
church, the nobles, and the commonalty,) when
these, Coleridge observed, were exactly ba-
. lanced, the government was in a healthy state,
but excess in any one of these powers, disturbed
the balance and produced disorder, which was
attended by dissatisfaction and discord. A
political writer, he laboured to maintain this
balance ; arid when either power was threatened
by any disturbance, threw in a counterweight,
sometimes on one side and sometimes on another,
as he, according to his philosophical opinions,
thought they deserved either censure or praise.*
For this appareat fluctuation he was termed, by
those men who never understood his principles,
vacillating and inconsistent: but he cast his
“brged upon the waters,” and in due time it
returned to him.

There must come a time when the works of
Coleridge will be fairly weighed against the
agreeable: time-killing publications of our day;
works for which their frivolous authors have

* Each party claimed him as their own; for party without prin-
ciples must ever be shifting, and therefore they found his opi-
nions sometimes in accordance with their own, and sometimes at
variance. But he was of no party~—his views were purely philo-
sophical.

%
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heeded, but observed with sympathy and with
regret, when not founded on those permanent
principles which were to benefit and give good
government to man.

Coleridge, it is well known, was no adept in
matters of business, and so little skilled in ephe-
meral literature as not to be able to profit by
any weekly publication. The first edition of
The Friend was published weekly, on paper with
the government stamp, and that reached, as
before related, its twenty-seventh number.

Such a work was not suited to his genius:
in fact, no periodical which required rapid
writing on slight amusing subjects, with punc-
‘tuality in publication, which demanded steadi-
ness of health, and the absence of those seda-
tive causes arising, in part, from his benevolent:
heart and sensitive nature, ever would have
suited him. To write like a novelist—to charm
ennui—is that which is required of a modern
authgr who expects pecuniary recompense. Al-
. though he needed such recompense, the cha-
racter of his genius unfitted him for the at-
tainment of it; and had he continued the work,
the expenditure would have ended in still greater
pecuniary loss. One of his last political essays
is that taken from the Morning Post, of March
19, 1800, on the character of Pitt.* These

* The character of Buonaparte was announced in the same

paper.
VOL. I. ()]
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“jacobin from the republican, the democrat
“and the mere demagogue, I both rescued the
“word from remaining a mere term of abuse,
“and put on their guard many honest minds,
“ who even in their heat of zeal against jaco-
“ binism, admitted or supported principles from
“ which the worst part of that system may be
‘ legitimately deduced.”

With this view the following Essays and Ob-
servations'have been republished here,—as illus-
trative of his early opinions to be compared
with those of his more advanced life,—to shew
the injustice of his political opponents, who never
seemed to have troubled themselves about prin-
ciple,—and the necessary growth of intellec-
tual power giving deeper insight, with the addi-
tional value of experience and its consequences.

PITT.

From the Morning Post, March 19, 1800.

¢« Plutarch, in his comparative biography of
“ Rome and Greece, has generally chosen for
“ each pair of lives the two contemporaries who
“ most nearly resembled each other. His work
“ would perhaps have been more interesting, if
 he had adopted the contrary arrangement, and
‘ selected those rather who had attained to the
* possession of similar influence, or similar fame,
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“ he acquired a premature and unnatural dex-
‘ terity in the combination of words, which must
“ of necessity have diverted his attention from
“ present objects, obscured his impressions, and
¢ deadened his genuine feelings. Not the thing
“ on which he was speaking, but the praises to
“ be gained, were present to his intuition ; hence
‘ he associated all the operations of his faculties
“ with words, and his pleasures with the surprise
“ excited by them.

“ But an inconceivably large portion of hu-
“ man knowledge and human power is involved
“ in the science and management of words; and
“ an education of words, though it destroys ge-
“ nius, will often create, and always foster, talent.
“ The young Pitt was conspicuous far beyond
« his fellows, both at school and at college. He
“ was always full grown: he had neither the
¢« promise nor the awkwardness of a growing
“intellect. Vanity, early satiated, formed and
“ elevated itself into a love of power; and in
“ losing this colloquial vanity, he lost one of the
‘ prime links that connect the individual with
“ the species, too early for the affections, though
“ not too early for the understanding. At col-
“lege he was a severe student; his mind was
“ founded and elemented in words and generali-
“ ties, and these two formed all the superstruc-
“ ture. That revelry and that debauchery, which
‘“ are so often fatal to the powers of intellect,
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“ ment of sentences was eloquence; and that
“ eloquence implied wisdom.

« His father’s struggles for freedom, and his
‘“ own attempts, gave him an almost unexampled
“ popularity ; and his office necessarily asso-
“ ciated with his name all the great events that
“ happened during his administration. There
“ were not however wanting men who saw
¢ through this delusion: and refusing to attri-
‘ bute the industry, integrity, and enterprising
“-gpirit of our merchants, the agricultural im-
¢ provements of our landholders, the great inven-
‘“tions of our manufacturers, or the valour and
¢¢ gkilfulness of our sailors, to the merits of a
“ minister, they have continued to decide on his
“ character from those acts and those merits,
- which belong to him, and to him alone. Judg-
‘ ing him by this standard, they have been able
“to discover in him no one proof or symptom of
“ a commanding genius. They have discovered
“ him never controlling, never creating, events,
“ but always yielding to them with rapid change,
“ and:sheltering himself from inconsistency by
‘ perpetual indefiniteness. In the Russian war,
‘ they saw him abandoning meanly what he had
‘ planned weakly, and threatened insolently.
“In the debates on the Regency, they detected
¢ the laxity of his constitutional principles, and
“ received proofs that his eloquence consisted
“ not in the ready application of a general
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“ which has attacked the property and peace of
“ all individuals ; a danger which Europe has
« gtrained all its sinews to repel ; and which no
‘“ nation has repelled so successfully as the Bri-
¢ tish; because no nation has acted so ener-
“ getically, so sincerely, so uniformly on the
“ broad basis. of principle; because no other
‘“ nation has perceived with equal clearness and
“ decision the necessity, not only of combating
“ the evil abroad, but of stifling it at home ;
‘ because no nation has breasted with so firm a
‘ constancy the tide of jacobinical power; be-
“ cause no nation has pierced with so steadfast
‘“ an.eye, through the disguises of jacobinical
‘ hypocrisy ; but now, it seems, we are at once
“ to remit our zeal and our suspicion ; that Jaco-
¢ binism, which alarmed us under the stumbling
“ and drunken tyranny of Robespierre; fhat
“ Jacobinism, which insulted and roused us under
‘ the short-sighted ambition of the five Direc-
‘ tors ; that Jacobinism, to which we have sworn
‘“ enmity through every shifting of every bloody
“ scene, through all those abhorred mockeries
“ which have profaned the name of liberty to all
‘ the varieties of usurpation ; to this Jacobinism
‘“ we are now to reconcile ourselves, because all
“ its arts and all its energies are united under
‘““one person, the child and the champion of
¢ Jacobinism, who has been reared in its prin-
“ ciples, who has fought its battles;, who has
VOL. I P
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“ House will not be altered but by experience
“ and the evidence of facts.”

The following paragraph is extracted from
private memoranda, and was intended for publi-
cation ten years afterwards, in the Courier News-
paper, in which he wrote a series of Essays to
Judge Fletcher, which were at that time ac-
knowledged by the most able judges to be pro-
phetic. But it must be remembered he never
wrote for party purposes. His views were
grounded on Platonic principles keeping the
balance of the powers, and throwing his weight
into the scale that needed assistance.

OF THE PROFANATION OF THE SACRED
WORD ¢« THE PEOPLE.”

“ Every brutal mob, assembled on some
‘ drunken St. Monday of faction, is ¢ the People’
* forsooth, and now each leprous ragamuffin,
¢ like a circle in geometry, is at once one and
“all, and calls his own brutal self ¢ us the
“ People.” And who "are the friends of the
“ People? Not those who would wish to elevate
‘ each of them, or at least, the child who is to
“ take his place in the flux of life and death,
“ into something worthy of esteem, and capable
¢ of freedom, but those who flatter and infuriate
“ them as they do. A contradiction in the very
‘ thought. For if really they are good and wise,
‘ virtuous and well-informed, how weak must
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duced good, another set of men by the same
doctrine, i. e. of expediency may effect, and
then produce incalculable mischief, and, there-
fore, Coleridge thought there was neither guide
nor safety, but in the permanent and uncontro-
vertible truths of the sacred writings, so that the
extent of this utility will depend on faith in these
truths, and with these truths, his name must Zve
or perish. But some part of Coleridge’s writings
requiring too much effort of thought to be at once
thoroughly understood, may therefore have been
found distasteful, and consequently have exposed
his name to ridicule, in some cases even to con-
tempt ; but the application Coleridge has made
of these truths to the duties and various circum-
stances of life will surely be found an inestimable
blessing. They were truly his rock of support,
and formed the basis of the building he was en-
deavouring to raise.

In the year 1807, he wrote those weekly
Essays of the Friend, which were published
about this time, and thus gave to the world some
of his rich intellectual stores. The following
letter, which he addressed to Mr. Cottle, will
shew the progress of his mind from Socinian to
Trinitarian belief at that period of his life : —

¢ Bristol, 1807.

“Dear CorTLE,

“To pursue our last conversation. Chris-
“ tians expect no outward or sensible miracles
VOL. I. Q
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“ mediate space between inspired, and unin-
‘“ spired writings, that space would be occupied
‘ by Leighton. No show of learning, no appear-
“ ance, or ostentatious display of eloquence ; and
‘“yet both may be shown in him, conspicuously
“and holily. There is in him something that
“ must be felt, even as the scriptures must be
« felt.* -

“You ask me my views of the Trinity. I
¢ accept the doctrine, not as deduced from hu-
‘“ man reason, in its grovelling capacity for com-
“ prehending spiritual things, but as the clear
“revelation of Scripture. But perhaps it may
“be said, the Socinians do not admit this doc-
‘“trine as being taught in the Bible. "I know
‘““ enough of ‘their shifts and quibbles, with their
“ dexterity at explaining away all they dislike,
‘“(and that is not a little) but though beguiled
‘“once by them, I happily, for my own peace
“ of mind, escaped from their sophistries, and
“ now, hesitate not to affirm, that Socinians would
‘“lose all character for honesty, if they were to
‘“ explain their neighbour’s will with the same
‘latitude of interpretation, which they do the
“ Scriptures.

* The following exquisite image on Leighton was found in one
of Coleridge’s note books, and is also inserted in his Literary Re-
mains :—*“ Next to the inspired Scriptures, yea, and asthe vibra-
¢ tion of that once struck hour remaining on the air, stands Arch-
«¢ bishop Leighton’s commentary on the first epistle of Peter.”
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“ These consequences, Socinians, to be consis-
“ tent, must allow, and which impious arrogation
* of Divinity in Christ, (according to their faith,)
“ as well as his false assumption of a community
“of ‘glory’ with the Father, ¢ before the world
“ was,” even they will be necessitated to admit,
“ completely exonerated the Jews, according to
“ their law, in crucifying one, who ¢ being a man,’
“<made himself God!’ But, in the Christian,
“rather than in the Socinian, or Pharisaic view,
“all these objections vanish, and harmony suc-
¢ ceeds to inexplicable confusion. If Socinians
“ hesitate in ascribing unrighteousness to Christ,
“the inevitable result of their principles, they
“tremble, as well they might, at their avowed
“ creed, and virtually renounce what they profess
“ to uphold.

“ The Trinity, as Bishop Leighton has well
“ remarked, is, ‘a doctrine of faith, not of de-
“ monstration,” except in a moral sense. If the
«“ New Testament declare it, not in an insulated
« passage, but through the whole breadth of its
* pages, rendering, with any other admission, the
“ Book, which is the Christian’s anchor-hold of
“ hope, dark and contradictory, then it is not to
“be rejected, but on a penalty that reduces to an
“ atom, all the sufferings this earth can inflict.

“ Let the grand question be determined; Is,
“or is not the Bible ¢nspired ? # No one Book
“ has ever been subjected to so rigid an investi-
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“ reasoning may advantageously be admitted, as
¢ furnishing, at least, a glimpse of light, and with
“ this, for the present, we must be satisfied. In-
“finite Wisdom deemed clearer manifestations
‘“inexpedient ; and is man to dictate to his
“ Maker? I may further remark, that where
“ we cannot behold a desirable object distinctly,
“ we must take the best view we can; and 1
“think you, and every candid and inquiring
“mind, may derive assistance from such reflec-
“ tions as the following.

“ Notwithstanding the arguments of Spinosa,
“and Descartes, and other advocates of the Ma-
“ terial system, (or, in more appropriate language,
“the Atheistical system!) it is admitted by all
“ men not prejudiced, not biassed by sceptical
« prepossessions, that mind is distinct from matter.
“ The mind of man, however, is involved in in-
“gcrutable darkness, (as the profoundest meta-
« physicians well know) and is to be estimated,
¢ (if at all) alone, by an inductive process; that
“is, by its effects. 'Without entering on the ques-
“tion, whether an extremely circumscribed por-
“tion of the mental process, surpassing instinct,
“ may, or may not, be extended to quadrupeds,
“ it is universally acknowledged, that the mind of
“ man, alone, regulates all the voluntary actions
¢ of his corporeal frame. Mind, therefore, may
“ be regarded as a distinct genus, in the scale
«ascending above brutes, and including the
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“ inconceivable means, these limbs were dis-as-
‘ sociated, as to all material connexion ; suppose,
¢ for instance, one mind, with unlimited autho-
“rity, governed the operations of fwo separate
‘ persons, would not this, substantially, be only
‘“ one person, seeing the directing principle was
“one? If the truth, here contended for, be ad-
“ mitted, that two persons, governed by one mind,
“ is incontestably one person; the same conclu-
“sion would be arrived at, and the proposition
“ equally be justified, which affirmed that, tAree,
“ or, otherwise, four persons, owning also neces-
« sary and essential subjection to one mird, would
‘“ only be so many diversities, or modifications
“of that one mind, and therefore the component
“ parts, virtually collapsing into one whole, the
¢ person would be one. Let any man ask him-
‘¢ gelf, whose understanding can both reason, and
‘ become the depository of truth, whether, if one
““mend thus regulated, with absolute authority,
‘ three, or, otherwise, four persons, with all their
‘ congeries of material parts, would not these
‘ parts, inert in themselves, when subjected to
‘“ one predominant mind, be, in the most logical
‘“ sense, one person? Are ligament and exterior
“ combination indispensable pre-requisites to the
“ sovereign influence of mind over mind? or
“ mind. over matter?*

* In his later days, Mr. Coleridge would have renounced the
opinions and the incorrect reasoning of this letter.
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« But perhaps it may be said, we have no in-
“ stance of one mind governing more than one
“body. This may be, but the argument remains
“the same. With a proud spirit, that forgets its
“ own contracted range of thought, and circum-
« gcribed knowledge, who is to limit the sway of
“ Omnipotence? or, presumptuously to deny the
¢ possibility of that Being, who called light out of
“ darkness, so to exalt the dominion of ore mind,
“as to give it absolute sway over other depen-
“ dent minds, or (indifferently) over detached, or
“ combined portions of organized matter? But
“if this superinduced quality be conferable on
“ any order of created beings, it is blasphemy to
“limit the power of Gop, and to deny %is capa-
“city to transfuse Ais own Spirit, when, and to
“ whom he will.

“This reasoning may now be applied in illus-
“ tration of the Trinity. We are too much in
““the habit of viewing our Saviour Jesus Christ,
¢ through the medium of his body. ¢A body
“ was prepared for him,” but this body was mere
‘“ matter ; as insensible in itself, as every human
“ frame when deserted by the soul. If therefore
“ the Spirit that was in Christ, was the Spirit of
¢ the Father : if no thought, no vibration, no spi-
“ritual communication, or miraculous display,
« existed in, or proceeded from Christ, not im-
“ mediately and consubstantially identified with
“JEnoval, the Great First cause; if all these
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“ operating principles were thus derived, in con-
“gistency alone with the conjoint divine attri-
“butes; if this Spirit of the Father ruled and
“reigned in Christ as his own manifestation,
“then, in the strictest sense, Christ exhibited
“ ¢the God-head bodily,” and was undeniably
¢ ¢ one with the Father; confirmatory of the Sa-
“viour’s words ; ‘Of myself,” (my body) ‘I can
‘“ do nothing, the Father that dwelleth in me, he
“ doeth the works.’

“ But though I speak of the body, as inert in
“ itself, and necessarily allied to matter, yet this
¢ declaration must not be understood as militat-
“ing against the Christian doctrine of the resur-
“rection of the body. In its grosser form, the
“ thought is not to be admitted, for, < flesh and
“ blood cannot inherit the kingdom of God,” but,
“that the body, without losing its consciousness,
“and individuality, may be subjected, by the
“illimitable power of Omnipotence, to a subli-
‘ mating process, so as to be rendered compatible
“ with spiritual association, is not opposed to
‘“ reason, in its severe abstract exercises, while in
“ attestation of this exhilarating belief, there are
‘“ many remote analogies in nature exemplifying
“ the same truth, while it is in the strictest ac-
‘“ cordance with that final dispensation, which
“must, as Christians, regulate all our specula-
“tions. I proceed now to say, that

“If the postulate be thus admitted, that one






LIFE OF COLERIDGE. 239

“in one God,” and thus form the true Trinity in
“ Unity. ' -

““'To suppose that more than oNE Independent
“ Power, or Governing mind exists in the whole
“ universe, is absolute Polytheism, against which
“ the denunciations of all the Jewish, and Chris-
“tian Canonical books were directed. And if
“ there be but oNE directing Minp, that Mind is
“ Gop !—operating, however, in Three Persons,
“according to the direct and uniform declara-
‘““tions of that inspiration which ¢ brought life and
“ immortality to light.” Yet this divine doctrine
“of the Trinity is to be received, not. because it
‘“is, or can be clear to finite apprehension, but,
““(in reiteration of the argument) because the
“ Scriptures, in their unsophisticated interpreta-
“ tion expressly state it. 'The Trinity, therefore,
“ from its important aspects, and Biblical pro-
‘““ minence, is the grand article of faith, and the
¢ foundation of the.whole Christian system.

“ Who can say, as Christ* and the Holy Ghost
‘““proceeded from, and are still one with the
“ Father, and as all the disciples of Christ derive
“ their fulness from him, and, in spirit, are invio-
“lately united to him as a branch is to the vine,
“ who can say, but that, in one view, what was

* Article ii. The Son which is the word of the Father, begotten
from Everlasting of the Father, &ec. .

Art. v. The Holy Ghost procceding from the Father and the
Son, &e. '
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“once mysteriously separated, may, as myste-
“riously, be recombined, and, (without interfer-
“ing with the everlasting Trinity, and the indi-
*““ viduality of the spiritual and seraphic orders)
“ the Son, at the consummation of all things, de-
“liver up his mediatorial kingdom to the Father,
“and God, in some peculiar, and infinitely sub-
«lime sense, become All iz All!
“ God love you,
“S. T. CoLERIDGE.” *

Those who are acquainted with Mr. Cole-
ridge’s maturer view of the doctrine of the Tri-
nity, will not need to be informed that this letter
does not convey his later conviction in regard to
this awful mystery, and will know that his phi-
losophic meditations rested essentially in the
same faith that dictated the Article of the Church
of England on this subject.

Mr. De Quincey has made several mistate-
ments in a memoir on Mr. Coleridge, which he
wrote in Tait’s Magazine; but it may be only
fair first to quote a few interesting remarks, with
which he begins: “In the summer season of
1807 I first saw this illustrious man, the largest
and most spacious intellect in my judgment that
has ever yet existed amongst men. My know-
ledge of his works as a most original genius

* It was a favourite citation with Mr. Coleridge, ¢ I in them,
‘“and thou in me, that they may be made perfect in one.” Vide
St. John, xvii. 2.
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began about the year 1799.” A little before that
time, Wordsworth published the ¢ Lyrical Bal-
lads,” in which was the Ancient Mariner of Cole-
ridge, and to which Mr. De Quincey attributes
the unfolding of his own mind ; this confession
is by no means humiliating, for many persons of
the highest reputation have made similar ac-
knowledgments, and some there are still living
who have the courage and integrity to do so
now. “I found (says this gentleman) that Pro-
fessor Wilson, as well as myself, saw in these
poems ¢the ray of a new morning ;—and to these
names may be added that of the celebrated Sir
Walter Scott.” The admiration of Mr. De Quin-
cey was so great that inquiring where Coleridge
was to be found, and learning that he was in
Malta, he contemplated an immediate visit to
that island, but the fear of a French prison re-
conciled him to remaining in England. When
on a visit in 1807 (to a relation), at the Hot
Wells, he learnt that Coleridge was staying with
a friend not far from Bristol. This friend was
Mr. Poole of Nether Stowey, and thither he bent
his steps. In this house Mr. De Quincey spent
two days, and gives, from his own knowledge, a
sketch of Mr. Poole’s person and character very
descriptive of the original. Coleridge often re-
marked that he was the best ‘ ideal for a useful
member of parliament he ever knew;” — a
plain dressed man leading a bachelor life,” as
VOL. L R
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Mr. De Quincey observes, “in a rustic old
fashioned house, amply furnished with modern
luxuries, and a good library. Mr. Poole had
travelled extensively, and had so entirely dedi-
cated himself to his humble fellow country-
men, who resided in his neighbourhood, that
for many miles round he was the general
arbiter of their disputes, the guide and coun-
sellor of their daily life; besides being ap-
pointed executor and guardian to his children
by every third man who died in or about the
town of Nether Stowey.” Such in few words
was the individual whom Coleridge, in his social
hours and in the full warmth of friendship, would
most eloquently and feelingly describe.*

Mr. De Quincey having been informed that
Coleridge was at Bridgewater, left Nether Stowey
for that place, in search of him. The meeting
and the description recall him forcibly to the
minds of those who twenty years after were so
intimately acquainted with him: ¢ In Bridge-
water I noticed a gateway, standing under which
was a man corresponding to the description
given me of Coleridge whom I shall presently
describe. In height he seemed to be five feet

* At Mr. Poole’s house, Mr. De Quincey remained two days.
Of his visit he gives a full account; at the same time charging
Coleridge with the meanness of plagiarism, but which charges
since their publication have been ably refuted in an article in the
British Magazine, signed J. C. H. Vide No. 37, page 15.
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eight inches, (he was in reality about an inch
and a half taller,) though in the latter part of
life, from a lateral curvature in the spine, he
shortened gradually from two to three inches.
His person was broad and full, and tended even
to corpulence; his complexion was fair, though
not what painters technically style fair, because
it was associated with black hair; his eyes were
large and soft in their expression, and it was by
the peculiar appearance of haze or dreaminess
which mixed with their light that I recognized
my object. This was Coleridge; I examined
him steadily for a moment or more, and it struck
me he neither saw myself, nor any other object
in the street. He was in a deep reverie ; for I
had dismounted, made two or three trifling ar-
rangements at the inn door, and advanced close
to him, before he seemed apparently conscious
of my presence. The sound of my voice
announcing my name first awoke him; he
started, and for a moment seemed at a loss to
understand my purpose, or his own situation,
for he repeated rapidly a number of words which
had no relation to either of us;”’ very likely
trying a metre, or making verse, a frequent prac-
tice of his, and of Mr. Wordsworth’s. ¢ There
was no mauvaise honte in his manner, but simple
perplexity, and an apparent difficulty in recover-
ing his position amongst daylight realities. This
little scene over, he received me with a kindness
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those he loved or who might require his sym-
pathy :

His own fair countenance, his kingly forehead,

His tender smiles, love’s day-dawn on his lips—

The sense, the spirit, and the light divine,

At the same moment in his steadfast eye

Were virtue’s native crest, the innocent soul’s

Unconscious meek self-heraldry—to man

Genial, and pleasant to his guardian angel !

He suffered, nor complained ; though oft with tears

He mourned the oppression of his helpless brethren ;

Yea with a deeper and yet holier grief

Mourned for th’ oppressor ; but this:

In sabbath hours—a solemn grief,

Most like a cloud at sunset,

Was but the veil of purest meditation,

Pierced through and saturate with the intellectual rays

It softened. Literary Remains, vol. i. 277.

These were characteristic beauties, that shone
forth in Coleridge, and were deeply felt by all
who were attached to him.

With regard to the charge made by Mr. De
Quincey, of Coleridge’s so borrowing the property
of other writers as to be guilty of ‘petty larceny ;
with equal justice might we accuse the bee which
flies from flower to flower in quest of food, and
which, by means of the instinct bestowed upon
it by the all-wise Creator, extracts its nourish-
ment from the field and the garden, but digests
and elaborates it by its own native powers.

Coleridge began the use of opium from bodily
pain (rheumatism); and for the same reason con-
tinued it, till he had acquired a habit too difficult
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under his own management to control. To him
it was the thorn in the flesh, which will be seen
in the following notes : ¢

“ T have never loved evil for its own sake:
“ no! nor ever sought pleasure for its own sake,
“ but only as the means of escaping from pains
¢ that coiled around my mental powers, as a
“ serpent around the body and wings of an
“ eagle! My sole sensuality was not to be in
¢ pain.”— Note from Pocket Book, “ The History
of my own mind for my own improvement,” Dec.
23, 1804.

“I wrote a few stanzas* three and twenty
“ years ago, soon after my eyes had been opened
“ to the true nature of the habit into which I had
‘ been ignorantly deluded by the seeming magic
“ effects of opium, in the sudden removal of a
‘ supposed rheumatic affection, attended with
« gwellings in my knees, and palpitations of the
‘ heart, and pains all over me, by which I had
‘“ been bed-ridden for nearly six months. Un-
“ happily, among my neighbour’s and landlord’s
“ books were a large parcel of medical reviews
“ and magazines. I had always a fondness (a
‘“ common case, but most mischievous turn with
“ reading men who are at all dyspeptic) for dab-

* These have not been found.
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¢ Qpium-eater,’ in which the writer with morbid
“ vanity, makes a boast of what was my misfor-
¢ tune, for he had been faifhfully and with an
“ agony of zeal warned of the gulf, and yet wil-
“ fully struck into the current!— Heaven be
¢« merciful to him !”"—Adpril, 1826.

“ Oh! (will a vain imagination whisper) that
“in the outset of life I could have felt as well
“ as known the consequences of sin and error
« before their tyranny had commenced ! Though,
“ compared with the average of my fellow men,
“not a sinful man, yet I feel enough to be
« agsured that few indeed are there who might
“ not from their sins or sinful infirmities gain
“ a tongue of flame, wherewith to warn men
“ of the deadly poison of all, even the least
« offence. Of all divines, Luther felt most deeply
¢ the terrors of the Law; and for that reason,
“ the unutterable goodness and love of the dis-
« pensation of grace!—To be one with God the.
“ Father—an awful thought beyond all utter-
“ ance of the awe which it inspires, but by no
“ means wild or mystical. On the contrary, all
‘“ our experience moves in this direction. In
¢ reason, in science, who shall set bounds to the
“ possible progress of man, as long as he is no
‘ longer in himself, but in the truth and power
“of truth. The moment that disease reduces
 himself to himself, the sage who was able to
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“ nances of inordinate days. O! what would I
“ not give to be able to utter with truth this
“ complaint! O'! if he had or rather if he could
‘“ have presented to himself truly and vividly
“ the aggravation of those pains, which the con-
* science of their having originated in errors and
 weaknesses of his own. 1 do not say that he
“ would not have complained of his sufferings,
¢ for who can be in those most trying sufferances
‘“ of miserable sensations and not complain of
“ them, but his groans for the pain would have
“ been blended with thanksgivings to the sanc-
« tifying Spirit. Even under the direful yoke
¢ of the necessity of daily poisoning by narcotics
« it is somewhat less horrible, through the know-
“ ledge that it was not from any craving for
“ pleasurable animal excitement, but from pain,
¢ delusion, error, of the worst ignorance, medical
¢« gciolism, and when (alas! too late the plea of
« error was removed from my eyes,) from terror
“ and utter perplexity and infirmity ;—sinful
“ infirmity, indeed, but yet not a wilful sinfulness
« that I brought my neck under it. Oh, may
“ the God to whom I look for mercy through
¢ Christ, shew mercy on the author of the ¢ Con-
“ fessions of an Opium Eater,” if, as I have too
“ strong reason to believe, his book has been the
¢ occasion of seducing others into this withering
“ vice through wantonness. From this aggra-
“ vation I have, I humbly trust, been free, as far
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“ as acts of my free will and intention are con-
“ cerned ; even to the author of that work I
« pleaded with flowing tears, and with an agony
‘“ of forewarning. He utterly denied it, but I
¢« fear that I had even then to deter perhaps not
“ to forewarn. My own contrasted feelings soon
« after I saw the Maelstrom to which the current
“ was absorbing me, are written in one of my
“ paper books.”*—Jan. 7, 1830.

Having referred to the accusations of pla-
giarism brought against Coleridge, it will not, I
trust, be deemed inappropriate, to introduce from
the British Magazine, No. 37, the concluding
part of a critique ably written by the Rev.
Julius Hare, who has selected with great dis-
crimination several passages from the  Friend,”
which must come home to the heart of every
good man, and this I feel the more impelled to
do, as it is a moral lesson to biographers—per-
haps to us all :

“ An inquisitiveness into the minutest circum-
stances and casual sayings of eminent contempo-
raries is indeed quite natural : but so are all our
follies: and the more natural they are the more
caution should we exert in guarding against
them. To scribble trifles, even on the perishable
glass of an inn window, is the mark of an idler:

* This little Paper Book has not yet been found.









254 LIFE OF COLERIDGE.

sence of an individual mind, had ever known
how great a thing the possession of any one
simple truth is, and how mean a thing a mere
fact is, except as seen in the light of some com-
prehensive truth—if they had but once expe-
rienced the unborrowed complacency, the in-
ward independence, the homebred strength, with
which every clear conception of the reason is
accompanied, —they would shrink from their
own pages as at the remembrance of a crime.—
For a crime it is (and the man who hesitates in
pronouncing it such, must be ignorant of what
mankind owe to books, what he himself owes to
them in spite of his ignorance) thus to introduce
the spirit of vulgar scandal, and personal inquie-
tude into the closet and the library, environing
with evil passions the very sanctuaries to which
we should flee for refuge from them. For to
what do these publications appeal, whether they
present themselves as biography or as anonymous
criticism, but to the same feelings which the
scandal bearers, and time-Killers of ordinary life
seem to gratify in themselves and their listeners;
and both the authors and admirers of such pub:
lications, in what respect are they less truants
and deserters from their own hearts, and from
their appointed task of understanding and
amending them, than the most garrulous female
chronicler of the goings-on of yesterday in the
families of her neighbours and townsfolk ?



LIFE OF COLERIDGE. 255

“¢As to my own attempt to record the life
¢ and character of the late Sir Alexander Ball, I
¢ consider myself deterred from all circumstances
‘ not pertaining to his conduct or character as a
¢ public functionary, that involve the names of
¢ the living for good or for evil. Whatever facts
¢ and incidents I relate of a private nature must,
¢ for the most part, concern Sir Alexander Ball
¢ exclusively, and as an insulated individual.
‘ But I needed not this restraint. It will be
¢ enough for me, as I write, to recollect the form
¢ and character of Sir Alexander Ball himself, to
¢ represent to my own feelings the inward con-
¢ tempt with which he would have abstracted his
‘ mind from worthless anecdotes and petty per-
¢ sonalities ; a contempt rising into indignation
¢ if ever an illustrious name were used as a thread
¢ to string them upon. If this recollection be my
¢ Socratic Demon, to warn and to check me, I
¢ shall, on the other hand, derive encouragement
¢ from the remembrance of the tender patience,
¢ the sweet gentleness, with which he was wont
‘to tolerate the tediousness of well meaning
‘ men ; and the inexhaustible attention, the un-
¢ feigned interest, with which he would listen for
¢ hours, when the conversation appealed to rea-
¢ son, and like the bee, made honey, while it
¢ murmured.’

“1 have transcribed this passage from the
original edition of the Friend, No. 21, and not
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from the reprint, where it stands in vol. ii. pp.
303—307 ; because in the latter, the last para-
graph, in itself a beautiful one, and to our pre-
sent purpose particularly appropriate, is left out.
For if Coleridge could imagine ¢ the inward con-
‘ tempt with which Sir Alexander Ball would
¢ have abstracted his mind from worthless anec-
‘ dotes and petty personalities,—a contempt
¢ rising into indignation, if ever an illustrious
‘ name was used as a thread to string them on,’
well may those who knew Coleridge conceive
the grief, the grief and pity, he would have felt,
at seeing eminent powers and knowledge em-
ployed in ministering to the wretched love of
gossip—retailing paltry anecdotes in dispraise of
others, intermingled with outflowings of self-
praise—and creeping into the secret chambers of
great men’s houses to filch out materials for
tattle—at seeing great powers wasting and de-
basing themselves in such an ignoble task—
above all, at seeing that the person who thus
wasted and debased them was a scholar, and a
philosopher whose talents he admired, with whom
he had lived familiarly, and whom he had ho-
noured with his friendship.” *

* In the Quarterly Review for July, 1837, will be found an
able article on the ¢ Literary Remains of S. T. Coleridge,” and
on “ Mr. Cottle’s Early Recollections,” in which are extracted
these very paragraphs from the ¢ Friend,” but which had been
sent to the press before this number appeared.
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leisurely he was met by a long-nosed knowing-
looking man, attired in a sporting dress, and an
excellent equestrian. Seeing this whimsical horse-
man in shoes, he writhed, as Coleridge observed,
his lithe proboscis, and thus accosted him :—
“ Pray, sir, did you meet a tailor along the road ?”
¢ A tailor?” answered Coleridge; “yes!”—*“ Do"
you see, sir ! he rode just such a horse as you
ride! and for all the world was just like you!”
“Oh! oh!” answered Coleridge, “I did meet a
person answering such a description, who told
me he had dropped his goose, that if I rode a
little farther I should find it; and I guess by
the arch-fellow’s looks, he must have meant
you.”—* Caught a tartar!” replied the man, and
suddenly spurring his horse, left him to pursue
his road. At length Coleridge reached the race-
course, when threading his way through the
crowd, he arrived at the spot of attraction to
which all were hastening. Here he confronted
a barouche and four, filled with smart ladies and
attendant gentlemen. In it was also seated a
baronet of sporting celebrity, steward of the
course, and member of the House of Commons,
well known as having been bought and sold in
several parliaments. The baronet eyed the figure
of Coleridge as he slowly passed the door of
the barouche, and thus accosted him : “ A pretty
piece of blood, sir, you have there?” < Yes!”
answered Coleridge.— Rare paces, I have ne
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doubt, sir!” “ Yes,” said Coleridge ; *“ he brought
me here a matter of four miles an hour.” He
was at no loss to perceive the honourable mem-
ber’s drift, who wished to shew off before the
ladies: so he quietly waited the opportunity of a
suitable reply.— What a fore-hand he has!”’ con-
. tinued Nimrod, ¢how finely he carries his tail !
Bridle and saddle well suited! and appropriately
appointed !” “Yes,” said Coleridge.—* Will you
sell him ?” asked the sporting baronet. “Yes!”
was the answer, “if I can have my price.”
“ Name your price, then, putting the rider into
the bargain!”—This was too pointed to be
passed over by a simple answer, and Coleridge
was ready. My price for the horse, sir, if 1
sell him, is one hundred guineas,—as to the rider,
never having been in parliament, and never in-
tending to go, Ais price is not yet fixed.” The
baronet sat down more suddenly than he had
risen—the ladies began to titter—while Coleridge
quietly left him to his chagrin, and them to the
enjoyment of their mirth.

We are now arrived at that period of Coleridge’s
life, in which it may be said, he received his
first great warning of approaching danger. But
it will be necessary to review his previous state
of health. From childhood he discovered strong
symptoms of a feeble stomach. As observed
in the account of his school experience, when
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cending Skiddaw with his younger son, he was
suddenly seized in the chest, and so overpowered
as to attract the notice of the child. After the
relation of these circumstances to some medical
- friend, he was advised by him not to bathe in
the sea. The love, however, which he had from
a boy, for going into the water, he retained till a
late period of life. Strongly impressed with this
feeling, he seems to have written the poem, en-
titled ¢ On Revisiting the Sea Shore :”

¢¢ Dissuading spake the mild physician,
Those briny waves for thee are death,
But my soul fulfiiled her mission,
And lo! [ breathe untroubled breath.” *

In the year 1810, he left the Lakes, in com-
pany with Mr. Basil Montagu, whose affectionate
regard for Mr. Coleridge, though manifested
upon every occasion, was more particularly
shown in seasons of difficulty and affliction.
By Coleridge, Mr. Montagu’s friendship was
deeply felt,—and his gentle manners and unre-
mitted kindness had the most soothing effect
upon the sensitive and grateful mind of Coleridge.
He remained for some time at Mr. Montagu’s
house. He afterwards resided at Hammersmith,
with an amiable and common friend of his

¢ * This poem is supposed to have been written in 1813, when
‘on a visit to some friends at Bexhill, Sussex.
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and Mr. Southey’s,—Mr. Morgan, with whom
they had formed an intimacy in Bristol. Whilst
here he delivered a course of lectures at the
London Philosophical Society. The prospectus
was as follows :—

“ Mr. Coleridge will commence, on Monday,
November 18, 1811, a Course of Lectures on
Shakspeare and Milton, in illustration of the
principles of poetry, and their application, as
grounds of criticism, to the most popular works
of later English Poets, those of the living in-
cluded.” After an introductory lecture on False
Criticism (especially in poetry), and on its causes;
two thirds of the remaining course will be as-
signed, 1st, to a philosophical analysis, and ex-
planation of all the principal ckaracters of our
great dramatist, as Othello, Falstaff, Richard the
Third, Iago, Hamlet, &c.; and 2nd, to a critical
comparison of Shakspeare, in respect of diction,
imagery, management of the passions, judgment
in the construction of his dramas, in short, of all
that belongs to him as a poet, and as a dramatic
poet, with his contemporaries or immediate suc-
cessors, Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, Ford,
Massinger, &c. in the endeavour to determine
what of Shakspeare’s merits and defects are
common to him, with other writers of the same
age, and what remain peculiar to his own genius.

“The course will extend to fifteen lectures,
which will be given on Monday and Thursday
evenings successively.”












266 LIFE OF COLERIDGE.

author, through the medium of & third party.
The theatre falling afterwards into the hands of
Lord Byron and Mr. Whitbread, his Lordship
sent for Coleridge, was very kind to his brother
poet, and requested that the play might be re-
presented : this desire was complied with, and it
received his support. Although Mr. Whitbread *
did not give it the advantage of a single new
scene, yet the popularity of the play was such,
that the principal actor, who had performed in
it with great success, made choice of it for his
benefit-night, and it brought an overflowing
house.t ‘

In consequence of the interest Lord Byron
took in the success of this tragedy, Coleridge
was frequently in his company, and on one oc-
casion, in my presence, his Lordship said, “ Cole-
ridge, there is one passage in your poems, I have
parodied fifty times, and I hope to live long
enough to parody it five hundred.” That pas-
sage I do not remember ; but it may strike some
reader.

In a letter of Coleridge’s to a friend, written
April 10th, 1816, he thus speaks of Byron :— If

* About this time, when party spirit was running high, Cole-
ridge was known to be the author of the following Jeu d’Esprit,
¢ Dregs half way up and froth half way down, form Whitbread’s
Entire.” ‘ '

+ It was Mr. Rae who took it for his benefit, some time after
Mr. Coleridge’s residence at Highgate.
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dually taking place in the structure of the
heart itself. But it was so masked by other
sufferings, though at times creating despond-
ency, and was so generally overpowered by
the excitement of animated conversation, as to
leave its real cause undiscovered.* Notwith-
standing this sad state, he rolled forth volumes
from a mind ever active—at times intensely so,
—still he required the support of those sym-
pathies which ¢ free the hollow heart from
paining.” '

Soon after the performance of The Remorse, he
retired with his kind friend, Mr. Morgan, to the
village of Calne, partly to be near the Rev. W.
L. Bowles, whose sonnets so much attracted his
attention in early life. While residing here, he
opened a communication with Mr. Gutch, a
bookseller, at Bristol, and in consequence, he
collected the poems published by the title of
The .Sibylline Leaves, and also composed the
greater part of the Biographia Literaria. Here
he likewise dictated to his friend, Mr. Morgan,
the Zapolya, which was submitted to Mr. Douglas
Kinnaird, who was then the critic for Drury
Lane.—Mr. Kinnaird rejected the play, assign-

* ¢ My heart, or some part about it, seems breaking, as if a
‘¢ weight were suspended from it that stretches it, such is the
““ bodily feeling, as far as I can express it by words.”—Letter
addressed to Mr. Morgan.
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ing some ludicrous objections to the metaphysics.
The subject is alluded to by Coleridge at the end
of the Biographia Literaria, and with that allu-
sion I close the present chapter :—

O we are querulous creatures ! Little less
Than all things can suffice to make us happy :
And little more than nothing is enough

To make us wretched.
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CHAPTER 1V.

COLERIDGE’S ARRIVAL AT HIGRGATE—PUBLICATION OF CHRISTABEL—
BIOGRAPHIA LITERARIA, &c.

I now approach one of the most eventful epochs
in the Life of Coleridge, and, I may well add, of
my own. '

In the year 1816, the following letter was ad-
dressed to me by a physician : ¥ '

Hatton Garden, 9th April, 1816.
DEAR SIR,

A very learned, but in one respect an un-
fortunate gentleman, has applied to me on a
singular occasion. He has for several years been
in the habit of taking large quantities of opium.
For some time past, he has been in vain en-
deavouring to break himself off it. It is appre-
hended his friends are not firm enough, from a

* I give the letter as I received it,—of course it was never in-
tended for the public eye.
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dread, lest he should suffer by suddenly leaving
it off, though he is conscious of the contrary;
and has proposed to me to submit himself to
any regimen, however severe. With this view,
he wishes to fix himself in the house of some
medical gentleman, who will have courage to
refuse him any laudanum, and under whose as-
sistance, should he be the worse for it, he may
be relieved. As he is desirous of retirement,
. and a garden, I could think of no one so readily
as yourself. Be so good as to inform me, whe-
ther such a proposal is absolutely inconsistent
with your family arrangements. I should not
have proposed it, but on account of the great
importance of the character, as a literary man.
His communicative temper will make his so-
ciety very interesting, as well as useful. Have
the goodness to favour me with an immediate
answer ; and believe me, dear sir, your faithful
humble servant,
JOSEPH ADAMSs.

I had seen the writer of this letter but twice
in my life, and had no intention of receiving an
inmate into my house. I however determined
on seeing Dr. Adams, for whether the person
referred te had taken opium from choice or ne-
cessity, to me he was equally an object of com-
miseration and interest. Dr. Adamsinformed me
that the patient had been warned of the danger of
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was contemplating, and in which his whole soul
was 8o deeply and so earnestly engaged. In
the course of our conversation, he repeated some
exquisite but desponding lines of his own. It
was an evening of painful and pleasurable feel-

ing, which I can never forget. We parted with
" each other, understanding in a few minutes what
perhaps under different circumstances, would
have cost many hours to arrange; and I looked
with impatience for the morrow, still wondering
at the apparent chance that had brought him
under my roof. I felt indeed almost spell-bound,
without the desire of release. My situation was
new, and there was something affecting in the
thought, that one of such amiable manners, and
at the same time so highly gifted, should seek
comfort and medical aid in our quiet home.
Deeply interested, I began to reflect seriously
on the duties imposed upon me, and with anxiety
to expect the approaching day. It brought me
the following letter :—

42, Norfolk Street, Strand, Saturday Noon.
[April 13, 1816.]

“ My DEARr Sir,
“The first half hour I was with you con-
* vinced me that I should owe my reception into
“ your family exclusively to metives not less flat-
“ tering to me than honourable to yourself. I
“ trust we shall ever in matters of intellect be

VOL. I. T
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“ reciprocally serviceable to each other. Men
« of sense generally come to the same conclu-
“ gions ; but they are likely to contribute to each
“ other’s enlargement of view, in proportion to
“ the distance or even opposition of the points
“ from which they set out. Travel and the
“ strange variety of situations and employments
“ on which chance has thrown me, in the course
“ of my life, might have made me a mere man
“ of observation, if pain and sorrow and self-mis-
“ complacence had not forced my mind in on
¢ itself, and so formed habits of meditation. It
“ is now as much my nature to evolve the fact
“ from the law, as that of a practical man to
‘“ deduce the law from the fact.

“ With respect to pecuniary remuneration,
‘ allow me to say, I must not at least be suffered
‘ to make any addition te your family expences
¢ —though I cunnot offer any thing that would
‘“ be in any way adequate to my sense of the
‘ service; for that indeed there could not be a
‘“ compensation, as it must be returned in kind,
“ by esteem and grateful affection.

“ And now of myself. My ever wakeful rea-
¢ son, and the keenness of my moral feelings, will
‘ secure you from all unpleasant circumstances
¢ connected with me save only one, viz. the eva-
‘ sion of a specific madness. You will never kear
‘“ any thing but truth from me :—prior habits ren-
“ der it out of my power to tell an untruth, but
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“ could not be comfortable in your house, and
“ with your family, I should deserve to be mi-
“ gerable. If you could make it convenient, I
« ghould wish to be with you by Monday even-
“ ing, as it would prevent the necessity of taking
“ fresh lodgings in town.

“ With respectful compliments to Mrs. Gill-
‘ man and her sisters I remain, dear sir,

“ Your much obliged,
“ 8. T. CoLERIDGE.™

On the evening appointed, Coleridge came,
bringing in his hand the proof sheets of Christabel,
which was now for the first time printed. The
fragment in manuscript was already known to
many, for to many had Coleridge read it, who had
listened to it with delight—a delight so marked
that its success seemed certain. But the appro-
bation of those whom, in the worldly acceptation
of the term, we call friends, is not always to be
relied upon. Among the most plausible con-
nexions, there is often a rivalship, both political
and literary, which constrains the sacrifice of
sincerity, and substitutes secret for open cen-
sure. Of this melancholy fact Coleridge had
seen proof. The Fragment had not long been
published before he was informed, that an in-
dividual had been selected (who was in truth a
great admirer of his writings; and whose very
life had been saved through the exertions of
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THE KNIGHT'S TOMB.

Where is the grave of Sir Arthur O’Kellyn?
Where may the grave of that good man be >—
By the side of a spring, on the breast of Helvellyn,
Under the twigs of a young birch tree !
The Oak that in summer was sweet to hear,
And rustled its leaves in the fall of the year;
And whistled and roar’d in the winter alone,
Is gone,—and the biech in its stead is grown.—
The Knight’s bones are dust,
And his good sword rust ;—
His soul is with the saints, I trust.
Poetical Works, Vol. ii. p. 64.

The late Mr. Sotheby informed me, that, at
his house in a large party, Sir Walter made
the following remark :—* 1 am indebted to Cole-
ridge for the mode of telling a tale by question
and answer. This was a new light to me, and I
was greatly struck by it.” Yet when Sir Walter
said this, he must surely have forgotten many of
our ancient and most beautiful ballads, in which
the questions are so significant, and are made
to develope the progress of the fable more clearly
than could be affected by the ordinary course
of narration. In fact every lover of our old
poetry will recollect a hundred pieces in which
the same form of evolution is observed. Thus
in Johnie of Breadis Lee:

‘¢ What news, what news, ye grey-headed carle,
What news bring ye to me ?”
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draw the light from the stage, than to exhibit
these miserable attempts at vanishing,* though
could the thought have been well executed, he
considered it a master-stroke of -Shakspeare’s.
Yet it should be noticed, that Coleridge’s opinion
was, that some of the plays of our “myriad-
minded” bard ought never to be acted, but looked
on as poems to be read, and contemplated ; and
so fully was he impressed with this feeling, that
in his gayer moments he would often say, ““ There
“ should be an Act of Parliament to prohibit
“ their representation.”t Here ke excelled : he
has no incongruities, no gross illusions. 1In the
management of the supernatural, the only suc-
cessful poets among our own countrymen have
been Shakspeare and Coleridge. Scott has treated
it well in the Bride of Lammermoor, and in one
or two other works.

Of the Christabel, as now published, Coleridge
says, ‘“The first part was composed in 1797.”
This was the Annus Mirabilis of this great man ;
- in it he was in his best and strongest health.

* Those who have witnessed the witches scumpering off the
stage, cannot forget the ludicrous appearance they make.

+ Of the historical plays, he observes—‘* It would be a fine
‘* national custom to act such a series of dramatic histories in or-
¢ derly succession, in the yearly Christmas holidays, and could
“not but tend to counteract that mock cosmopolitism, which,
¢ under a positive term, really implies nothing but a negation of,
** or indifference to, the particular love of our country.”— Literary
Remains, Vol. ii. p. 161.
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He returned from Germany in 1799, and in the
year following wrote the second part, in the pre-
face to which he observes, “ Till very lately my
* poetic powers have been in a state of suspended
‘“ animation.” The subject indeed remained pre-
sent to his mind, though from bad health and
other causes, it was left as a mere fragment of
his poetic power: When in health he sometimes
said, * This poem comes upon me with all the
“ loveliness of a vision;”’ and he declared, that
though contrary to the advice of his friends, he
should finish it: At other times when his bodily
powers failed him, he would then say, “ I am re-
¢ gerved for other works than making verse.”

In the preface to the Christabel, he makes
the following observation :—* It is probable,”
he says, ¢ that if the poem had been finished at
« either of the former periods, i. . 1797 and 1800,
“ or if even the first and second part of this
* fragment had been published in the year 1800,
‘ the impression of its originality would have
“ been much greater than I dare at present ex-
“ pect. But for this, I have only my own indo-
“ lence to blame. The dates are mentioned for
* the exclusive purpose of precluding charges of
“ plagiarism or servile imitation from myself.
“ For there is among us a set of critics who seem
“ to hold, that every possible thought and image
« is traditional ; who have no notion that there
“ are such things as fountains in the world,
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“ small as well as great; and who would there-
« fore charitably derive every rill, they behold
“ flowing, from a perforation made in some other
‘“ man’s tank. I am confident, however, that as
“ far as the present poem is concerned, the cele-
“ brated poets whose writings I might be sus-
¢ pected of having imitated, either in particular
“ passages, or in the tone and the spirit of the
“ whole, would be among the first to vindicate
“ me from the charge, and who, on any striking
“ coincidence, would permit me to address them
‘“in this dogged version of two monkish Latin
‘ hexameters :

-

“ *Tis mine and it is likewise your’s,
¢ But an if this will not do ;

“ Let it be mine, good friend ! for I
¢ Am the poorer of the two.”

“1 have only to add, that the metre of the.
“ Christabel is not, properly speaking, irregular,
“ though it may seem so from its being founded
‘“ on a new principle; namely, that of counting
“in each line the accents, not the syllables.
“ Though the latter may vary from seven to
‘“twelve, yet in each line the accents will be
“ found to be only four. Nevertheless, this oc-
“ casional variation in the number of syllables is
“ not introduced wantonly, or for the mere ends
“ of convenience, but in correspondence with
“ some transition in the nature of the imagery
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‘“or passion.” In conversation many of his
brother poets would, like the reviewer, echo his
pralses, while in secret, they were trymg to de-
prive him of his fair fame.

It has been said, that * Coleridge never ex-
plained the story of Christabel.” To his friends
he did explain it; and in the Biographia Lite-
raria, he has given an account of its origin.*

The story of the Christabel is partly founded
on the notion, that the virtuous of this world
save the wicked. The pious and good Chris-
tabel suffers and prays for

‘¢ The weal of her lover that is far away,”

exposed to various temptations in a foreign land ;
and she thus defeats the power of evil repre-
sented in the person of Geraldine. This is one
main object of the tale.

At the opening of the poem all nature is laid
‘under a spell—

.
"Tis the middle of night by the castle clock,
And the owls have awak’ned the crowing cock ;
Tu-whit !—Tu-whoo !
And hark, again! The crowing cock,
How drowsily it crew—

Sir Leoline, the Baron rich,

Hath a toothless mastiff-bitch,
From her kennel beneath the rock
Maketh answer to the clock,

* Vide Vol. ii. p. 1.—Also p. 103 of this work.
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Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour ;
Ever and aye, by shine and shower,

Sixteen short howls, not over loud ;

Some say, she sees my lady’s shroud.

Is the night chilly and dark ?

The night is chilly, but not dark.

The thin gray cloud is spread on high,

It covers but not hides the sky.

The moon is behind, and at the full ;

And yet she looks both small and dull.
The night is chill, the cloud is gray:

"Tis a month before the month of May,
And the Spring comes slowly up this way.

The spell is laid by an evil being, not of this
world, with whom Christabel, the heroine, is
about to become connected ; and who in the
darkness of the forest is meditating the wreck
of all her hopes:

The lovely lady, Christabel,

Whom her father loves so well,

What makes her in the wood so late,

A furlong from the castle gate ?

She had dreams all yesternight

Of her own betrothed knight ;

And she in the midnight wood will pray
For the weal of her lover that’s far away.

She stole along, she nothing spoke,
The sighs she heaved were soft and low,
And naught was green upon the oak,
But moss and rarest misletoe :

She kneels beneath the huge oak tree,
And in silence prayeth she.
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There are persons who have considered the
description of Christabel in the act of praying,
so far from the baron’s castle, too great a poetical
license. He was fully aware that all baronial
castles had their chapels and oratories attached
to them,—and that in these lawless times, for
such were the iniddle ages, the young lady who
ventured unattended beyond the precincts of the
castle, would have endangered her - reputation.
But to such an imaginative mind, it would have
been scarcely possible to pass by the interesting
image of Christabel, presenting itself before him,

praying by moonlight at the old oak tree. But
to proceed :

The lady sprang up suddenly,

The lovely lady Christabel !

It moaned as near, as near can be,

But what it is, she cannot tell.—

On the other side it seems to be,

Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree.

The night is chill ; the forest bare ;

Is it the wind that moaneth bleak ?

There is not wind enough in theé air

To move away the ringlet curl

From the lovely lady’s cheek —

There is not wind enough to twirl

The one red leaf, the last of its clan,

That dances as often as dance it can,

Hanging so light, and hanging so high,

On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky.

Hush, beating heart of Christabel !

Jesu, Maria, shield her well !

She folded her arms beneath her cloak,

And stole to the other side of the oak.
What sees she there ?
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There she sees a damsel bright,

Drest in a silken robe of white,

That shadowy in the moonlight shone :

The neck that made that white robe wan,

Her stately neck and arms were bare ;

Her blue-veined feet unsandal’d were,

And wildly glittered here and there

The gems entangled in her hair.

I guess, 'twas frightful there to see

A lady so richly clad as she—
Beautiful exceedingly !

This description is exquisite. Now for the
mystic demon’s tale of art:

Mary mother, save me now !

(Said Christabel,) And who art thou ?

The lady strange made answer meet,

And her voice was faint and sweet :—

Have pity on my sore distress,

I scarce can speak for weariness :

Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear!

Said Christabel, How camest thou here ?

And the lady, whose voice was faint and sweet,
Did thus pursue her answer meet :—

My sire is of a noble line,

And my name is Geraldine :

Five warriors seized me yestermorn,

Me, even me, a maid forlorn :

They chok’d my cries with force and fright,
And tied me on a palfrey white.

The palfrey was as fleet as wind,

And they rode furiously behind.

They spurred amain, their steeds were white :
And once we crossed the shade of night.
‘As sure as Heaven shall rescue me,

I have no thought what men they be ;
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Nor do I know hew long it is

(For I have lain entranced I wis)

Since one, the tallest of the five,

Took me from the palfrey’s back,

A weary woman, scarce alive.

Some muttered words his comrades spoke :
He placed me underneath this oak,

He swore they would return with haste ;
Whither they went I cannot tell —

I thought I heard, some minutes past,
Sounds as of a castle bell.

Stretch forth thy hand (thus ended she)
And help a wretched maid to flee.

Then Christabel stretched forth her hand
And comforted fair Geraldine :

O well, bright dame ! may you command
The service of Sir Leoline ;
And gladly our stout chivalry

Will he send forth and friends withal,
To guide and guard you safe and free

Home to your noble father’s hall.

She rose: and forth with steps they passed

That strove to be, and were not, fast.
Her gracious stars the lady blest

. And thus spake on sweet Christabel :

All our household are at rest,

The hall as silent as the cell ;
Sir Leoline is weak in health,

And may not well awakened be,
But we will move as if in stealth,

And I beseech your courtesy,

This night, to share your couch with me.

They crossed the moat, and Christabel
Took the key that fitted well ;

A little door she opened straight,

All in the-middle of the gate ;
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The gate that was ironed within and without,
Where an army in battle array had marched out.
The lady sank, belike through pain,

And Christabel with might and main

Lifted her up, a weary weight,

Over the threshold of the gate :

Then the lady rose again,

And moved, as she were not in pain.

So free from danger, free from fear,
They crossed the court: right glad they were.

Following the popular superstition that dogs
are supposed to see ghosts, and therefore see
the supernatural, the mastiff yells, when Geral-
dine appears.—

Outside her kennell, the mastiff old
Lay fast asleep, in moonshine cold.
The mastiff old did not awake;

Yet she an angry moan did make !
And what can ail the mastiff bitch ?
Never till now she uttered yell,
Beneath the eye of Christabel.

Geraldine had already worked upon the kind-
ness of Christabel, so that she had lifted her over
the threshold of the gate, which Geraldine’s
fallen power had prevented her passing of her-
self, the place being holy and under the influ-
ence of the Virgin.

¢ Praise we the Virgin all divine,
Who hath rescued thee from thy distress.
Alas! Alas! said Geraldine,
I cannot speak for weariness.
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They pass the hall that echoes still,

Pass as lightly as you will !

The brands were flat, the brands were dying,
Amid their own white ashes lying ;

But when the lady passed there came

A tongue of light, a fit of flame ;

And Christabel saw the lady’s eye,

And nothing else saw she thereby

Save the boss of the shield of Sir Leoline tall,
Which hung in a murky old nitch in the wall.
O'! softly tread, said Christabel,

My father seldom sleepeth well.”

‘ Geraldine, who affects to be weary, arrives at
the chamber of Christabel—this room is beauti-
fully ornamented,

“ Carved with figures strange and sweet,
All made out of the carver’s brain,
For a lady’s chamber meet :
The lamp with twofold silver chain
Is fasten’d to an angel's feet.”

Such is the mysterious movement of this su-
pernatural lady, that all this is visible, and
when she passed the dying brands, there came
a fit of flame, and Christabel saw the lady’s
eye.

¢¢ The silver lamp burns dead and dim;
But Christabel the lamp will trim.
She trimm'd the lamp and made it bright,
And left it swinging to and fro,
While Geraldine, in wretched plight,
Sank down upon the floor below.

VOL. 1. v
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O weary lady Geraldine,

I pray you drink this cordial wine,

It is a wine of virtuous powers ;

My mother made it of wild flowers.
And will your mother pity me,

‘Who am a maiden most forlorn ?
Christabel answer’d—Woe is me !
‘She died the hour that I was born,

I have heard the grey-hair’d friar tell,
How on her death-bed she did say,
That she should hear the castle bell
Strike twelve upon my wedding-day.
O mother dear! that thou wert here !
I would, said Geraldine, she were !

The poet now introduces the real object of
the supernatural transformation: the spirit of
evil struggles with the deceased and sainted mo-
ther of Christabel for the possession of the lady.
To render the scene more impressive, the mother
instantly appears, though she is invisible to her
daughter. Geraldine exclaims in a command-
ing voice:

¢« Off, wandering mother ! Peak and pine!
I have power to bid thee flee ?”

Alas! what ails poor Geraldine ?

Why stares she with unsettled eye ?

Can she the bodiless dead espy ?

And why with hollow voice cries she,

< Off, woman, off! this hour is mine—

*“ Though thou her guardian spirit be,
“ Off, woman, off ! ’tis given to me.”

Here, Geraldine seems to be struggling with
the spirit of Christabel’s mother, over which for
a time she obtains the mastery.
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Then Christabel knelt by the lady’s side,
And rais’d to heaven her eyes so blue—
Alas! said she, this ghastly ride—
Dear lady ! it hath wilder'd you!

The lady wiped her moist cold brow,
And faintly said, ¢ 'Tis over now !”

Again the wild-flower wine she drank,
Her fair large eyes 'gan glitter bright,
And from the floor whereon she sank,
The lofty lady stood upright :

She was most beautiful to see,

Like a lady of a far countrée.

And thus the lofty lady spake—

All they who live in the upper sky,
Do love you, holy Christabel !

And you love them, and for their sake
And for the good which me befell,
Even I in my degree will try,

Fair maiden to requite you well.

But now unrobe yourself: for I

Must pray, ere yet in bed I lie.

Quoth Christabel, so let it be !
And as the lady bade, did she.
Her gentle limbs did she undress,
And lay down in her loveliness.

But all this had given rise to so many diffe-
rent thoughts and feelings, that she could not
compose herself for sleep, so she sits up in her
bed to look at Geraldine who drew in her breath
aloud, and unbound her cincture. Her silken
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robe and inner vest then drop to her feet, and
she discovers her hideous form—

A sight to dream of, not to tell!

O shield her, shield sweet Christabel !
Yet Geraldine nor speaks—nor stirs ;
Ah! what a stricken look was hers!

She then lies down by the side of Christabel,
and takes her to her arms, saying in a low voice
these words—

In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell,
Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel !

Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know to-morrow,
This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow ;
But vainly thou warrest,

For this is alone in

Thy power to declare,

That in the dim forest

Thou heardst a low moaning,

And found’st a bright lady, surpassingly fair:
And didst bring her home with thee in love and in charity,
To shield her and shelter her from the damp air.

The conclusion to part the first is a beautiful
and well drawn picture, slightly recapitulating
some of the circumstances of the opening of the
poem.

THE CONCLUSION TO PART THE FIRST.

It was a lovely sight to see,
The lady Christabel, when she
Was praying at the old oak tree.
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Amid the jagged shadows

Of mossy leafless boughs,

Kneeling in the moonlight,

To make her gentle vows ;

Her slender palms together prest,

Heaving sometimes on her breast;

Her face resigned to bliss or bale—

Her face, oh call it fair, not pale,

And both blue eyes more bright than clear,
Each about to have a tear.

With open eyes (ah woe is me !)
Asleep and dreaming fearfully,
Fearfully dreaming, yet 1 wis,
Dreaming that alone which is—

O sorrow and shame ! Can this be she,
The lady who knelt at the old oak tree?
And lo! the worker of these harms,
That holds the maiden in her arms,
Seems to slimber still and mild

As a mother with her child.

A star hath set, a star hath risen,

O Geraldine ! since arms of thine

Have been the lovely lady’s prison.

O Geraldine ! one hour was thine—
Thou’st had thy will! By tairn and rill,
The night-birds all that hour were still.

Y]

At the ceasing of the spell, the joyousness of
the birds is described, and also the awakening
of Christabel as from a trance.—During this"
rest (her mother) the guardian angel is supposed -
to have been watching over her. But these pas-
sages could not escape coarse minded critics, who
put a construction on them- which never entered

-
,
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the mind of the author of Christabel, whose
poems are marked by delicacy.

The effects of the apparition of her mother,
~ supposed to be seen by Christabel in a vision,
- are thus described :

What if her guardian spirit ‘twere,
What if she knew her mother near ?
But this she knows, in joys and woes,
That saints will aid if men will call :
For the blue sky bends over all !

Here terminates the first canto.

The passage from this sleep and the reappear-
ance by day-light of Geraldine, has always been
considered a master-piece.

The second part begins with a moral reflec-
tion, and introduces Sir Leoline, the father of
Christabel, with the following observation, on
his rising in the morning :

Each matin bell, the Baron saith !
Knells us back to a world of death.
These words Sir Leoline firat said
When he rose and found his lady dead.
These words Sir Leoline will say

Many a morn to his dying day,s

After a popular custom of the country, the old
bard Bracy is introduced. Geraldine rises, puts
on her silken vestments—tricks her hair, and
not doubting her spell, she awakens Christabel,

¢ Sleep you, sweet lady Christabel ?

I trust that you have rested well.”
And Christabel awoke and spied
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The same who lay down by her side—
O rather say, the same whom she
Rais’d up beneath the old oak tree!
Nay fairer yet, and yet more fair !

For she belike hath drunken deep

Of all the blessedness of sleep !

And while she spake, her looks, her air
Such gentle thankfulness declare ;

That (so it seem’d) her girded vests
Grew tight beneath her heaving breasts.
¢ Sure I have sinn’d |”’ said Christabel,
¢ Now heaven be prais’d if all be well !’
And in low faultering tones, yet sweet,
Did she the lofty lady greet ;

With such perplexity of mind

As dreams too lively leave behind.

Christabel then leaves her couch, and having
offered up her prayers, she leads fair Geraldine
to meet the Baron.—They enter his presence
room, when her father rises, and while pressing
his daughter to his breast, he espies the lady
Geraldine, to whom he gives such welcome as

‘¢ Might beseem so bright a dame !”

But when the Baron hears her tale, and her
father’s name, the poet enquires feelingly—

Why wax’d Sir Leoline so pale,
Murmuring o’er the name again,
Lord Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine ?

Alas! they had heen friends in youth;
But whispering tongues can poison truth ;
And constancy lives in realms above ;
And life is thorny; and youth is vain;
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And to be wroth with one we love,

Doth work like madness in the brain.
And thus it chanc'd, as I divine,

With Roland and Sir Leoline.

Each spake words of high disdain

And insult to his heart’s best brother:
They parted—ne’er to meet again !

But never either found another

To free the hollow heart from paining—
They stood aloof, the scars remaining,
Like cliffs which had been rent asunder;
A dreary sea now flows between ;—

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder,
Shall wholly do away, I ween,

The marks of that which ence hath been.

Sir Leoline gazed for a moment on the face of
Geraldine, and the youthful Lord of Tryermaine
again came back upon his heart. He is then
described as forgetting his age, and his noble
heart swells with indignation.

He then .affectionately takes Geraldine in his
arms, who meets the embrace—

¢¢ Prolonging it with joyous look,
Which when she viewed, a vision fell
Upon the soul of Christabel,

The vision of fear, the touch and pain !
She shrunk and shudder’d and saw again
(Ah woe is me! Was it for thee,

Thou gentle maid ! such sights to see ?)

\\

Geraldine then appears to her in her real
character, (kalf human only,) the sight of which
alarms Christabel. The Baron mistakes for jea-
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lousy this alarm in his daughter, which was in-
duced by fear of Geraldine, and had been the
sole cause of her unconsciously imitating the
“ hissing sound :”

Whereat the Knight turn'd wildly round,
And nothing saw, but his own sweet maid
With eyes uprais’d, as one that pray’d.

This touch, this sight passed away, and left
in its stead the vision of her guardian angel
(her mother) which had comforted her after rest,
and having sought consolation in prayer, her
countenance resumes its natural serenity and
sweetness. The Baron surprised at these sudden
transitions, exclaims,

* ¢ What ails then my beloved child ?”

Christabel makes answer—

¢ All will yet be well !”
I ween, she had no power to tell
Aught else: so mighty was the spell.

Yet the Baron seemed so captivated by Ge-
raldine, as to “deem her a thing divine.” She
pretended much sorrow, and feared she might
have offended Christabel, praying with humility
to be sent home immediately.

“Nay!
** Nay—by my soul !” said Leoline.
*¢ Ho !—Bracy, the bard, the charge be thine !
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¢ Go thou with music sweet and loud

‘¢ And take two steeds with trappings proud ;
¢ And take the youth whom thou lov’st best
¢ To bear thy harp and learn thy song,

¢ And clothe you both in solemn vest

‘¢ And over the mountains haste along.

He is desired to continue his way to the castle
of Tryermaine. Bracy is thus made to act in a
double capacity, as bard and herald : in the first,
he is to announce to Lord Roland the safety of
his daughter in Langdale Hall ; in the second as
herald to the Baron, he is to convey an apology -
according to the custom of that day,

‘¢ He bids thee come without delay,

¢ With all thy numerous array ;

‘¢ And take thy lovely daughter home,
¢ And he will meet thee on the way,

‘¢ With all his numerous array ; N
‘¢ White with their panting palfrey’s foam,
‘¢ And by mine honour! I will say,

¢ That I repent me of the day;

“ When I spake words of fierce disdain,
¢ To Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine !—
¢ For since that evil hour hath flown,

¢ Many a summer’s sun hath shone ;

* Yet ne’er found I a friend again

¢ Like Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine.”
The lady fell, and clasped his knees,
Her face upraised, her eyes o’erflowing,
And Bracy replied, with faltering voice,
His gracious hail on all bestowing :—
Thy words, thou sire of Christabel,

Are sweeter than my harp can tell.

Yet might I gain a boon of thee,

This day my journey should not be,
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So strange a dream hath come to me:
That I had vow’d with music loud

To clear yon wood from thing unblest,
Warn'd by a vision in my rest !

The dream is then related by Bracy; it is an
outline of the past, and a prophecy of the future.
—The Baron listens with a smile, turns round,
and looks at Geraldine, '

“ His eyes made up of wonder and love ;
And said in courtly accents fine,

Sweet maid, Lord Roland’s beauteous dove,
With arms more strong than harp or song,
Thy sire and I will crush the snake !”

He kissed her forehead as he spake,

And Geraldine in maiden wise,

Casting down her large bright eyes ;

With blushing cheek and courtesy fine,
She turn’d her from Sir Leoline;

Softly gathering up her train,

That o’er her right arm fell again ;

And folded her arms across her chest,
And couch’d her head upon her breast.
And look’d askance at Christabel—

Jesu, Maria, shield her well!

Then takes place that extraordinary change
which, being read in a party at Lord Byron’s, is
said to have caused Shelley to faint : —

A snake’s small eye blinks dull and shy, e
And the lady’s eyes, they shrunk in her head,

Each shrunk up to a serpent’s eye,

And with somewhat of malice, and more of dread )
At Christabel she looked askance !— 3
One moment,—and the sight was fled !
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But Christabel in dizzy trance,
Stumbling on the unsteady ground—
Shudder’d aloud, with a hissing sound ;
And Geraldine again turn’d round,
And like a thing, that sought relief,
Full of wonder and full of grief;

She roll'd her large bright eyes divine,
Wildly on Sir Leoline.

The maid, alas ! her thoughts are gone,
She nothing sees—no sight but one !

The look, those shrunken serpent eyes, had
made such a deep impression on Christabel,

»

That all her features were resign’d

To the sole image in her mind :

And passively did imitate

That look of dull and treacherous hate.
And thus she stood in dizzy trance,
Still picturing that look askance.

But when the trance was o’er, the maid
Paus’d awhile and inly pray’'d,

‘“ By my mother’s soul do I entreat

*¢ That thou this woman send away !”
She said, and more she could not say,
For what she knew she could not tell
O’er master’d by the mighty spell.

The poet now describes the Baron as suffering
under the confused emotions of love for Chris-
tabel, and anger at her apparent jealousy, and

the insult offered to the daughter of his friend,
which so wrought upon him that,

He roll'd his eye with stern regard
Upon the gentle minstrel bard,

And said in tones abrupt, austere—

‘“ Why, Bracy ? dost thou loiter here ?
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‘1 bade thee hence!” The bard obey'd,
And turning from his own sweet maid,
The aged knight, Sir Leoline

Led forth the lady Geraldine !

Here ends the second canto.

In the conclusion to the second canto, he
speaks of a child and its father’s fondness, so
often expressed by “you little rogue,” *you
little rascal,” with an endearing kiss, says—

A little child, a limber elf,

Singing, dancing to itself;

A fairy thing with red round cheeks,
That always finds and never seeks ;
Makes such a vision to the sight,

As fills a father’s eyes with light;

And pleasures flow in so thick and fast
Upon his heart, that he at last

Must needs express his love’s excess,
With words of unmeant bitterness.

The following relation was to have occupied a
third and fourth canto, and to have closed the
tale.

Over the mountains, the Bard, as directed
by Sir Leoline, ‘“ hastes” with his disciple; but
in consequence of one of those inundations sup-
posed to be common to this country, the spot
only where the castle once stood is discovered,
—the edifice itself being washed away. He de-
termines to return. Geraldine being acquainted
with all that is passing, like the Weird Sisters
in Macbeth, vanishes. Re-appearing, however,
she waits the return of the Bard, exciting in
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. the mean time, by her wily arts, all the anger
she could rouse in the Baron’s breast, as well
as that jealousy of which he is described to
have been susceptible. The old Bard and the
youth at length arrive, and therefore she can no
longer personate the character of Geraldine, the
daughter of Lord Roland de Vaux, but changes

. her appearance to that of the accepted though
absent lover of Christabel. Next ensues a court-
ship most distressing to Christabel, who feels—
she knows not why—great disgust for her once

\favoured knight. This coldness is very painful

' to the Baron, who has no more conception than

; herself of the supernatural transformation. She
at last yields to her father’s entreaties, and con-
sents to approach the altar with this hated suitor.
The real lover returning, enters at this moment,
and produces the ring which she had once given
him in sign of her betrothment. Thus defeated,
the supernatural being Geraldine disappears. As
predicted, the castle bell tolls, the mother’s voice
is heard, and to the exceeding great joy of the
parties, the rightful marriage takes place, after
which follows a reconciliation and explanation
between the father and daughter.

Lamb, who visited us soon after Coleridge’s
death, and not long before his own, talking of
the Christabel, observed, “I was very angry
with Coleridge, when 1 first heard that he had
written a second canto, and that he intended to
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finish it ; but when I read the beautiful apos-
trophe to the two friends, it calmed me.” He
was one of those who strongly recommended
Coleridge to leave as a fragment what he had
8o beautifully begun.- With the first edition of
the Christabel was given Kubla Khan, the dream
within a dream, written in harmonious and fluent
rhythm. 7'ke Pains of Sleep was also added.
This is a poem communicating a portion of his
personal sufferings.* All these were published
in 1816.

In the introduction to 7'he Lay of the last
Minstrel, 1830, Sir Walter says, < Were I ever
to take the unbecoming freedom of censuring
a man of Mr. Coleridge’s extraordinary talents,
it would be on account of the caprice and indo-
lence with which he has thrown from him, as in
mere wantonness, those unfinished scraps of
poetry, which, like the Tasso of antiquity, de-
fied the skill of his poetical brethren to com-
plete them. The charming fragments which the
author abandons to their fate, are surely too
valuable to be treated like the proofs of careless
engravers, the sweepings of whose studies often
make the fortune of some pains-taking collector.
And in a note to the Abbot, alluding to Cole-
ridge’s beautiful and tantalizing fragment of

* He had long been greatly aflicted with nightmare ; and, when
residing with us, was frequently roused from this painful sleep by
any one of the family who might hear him.
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Christabel, he adds, Has not our own imaginative
poet cause to fear that future ages will desire to
summon him from his place of rest, as Milton

longed
¢To call up him who left half told
¢ The story of Cambuscam bold.” ”’

Since writing the preceding pages, I have met
with a critique on the Christabel, written im-
mediately after it was published, from which
I select a few passages, in the hope that they
may further interest the admirers of this poem :

‘ The publication of Christabel cannot be an
indifferent circumstance to any true lover of
poetry—it is a singular monument of genius,
and we doubt whether the fragmental beauty
that it now possesses can be advantageously
exchanged for the wholeness of a finished nar-
rative. In its present form it lays irresistible
hold of the imagination. It interests even by
what it leaves untold.—The story is like a dream
of lovely forms, mixed with strange and indes-
cribable terrors. The scene, the personages, are
those of old romantic superstition ; but we feel
intimate with them, as if they were of our own
day, and of our own neighbourhood. It is impos-
sible not to suppose that we have known “sweet
Christabel,” from the time when she was “a
fairy thing, with red round cheeks,” till she had
grown up, through all the engaging prettinesses
of childhood, and the increasing charms of youth,
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pursue the distress of Christabel, the myste-
rious warnings of Bracy the Bard, the assumed
sorrow of Geraldine, or the indignation of Sir
Leoline, at his daughter’s seemingly causeless
jealousy—what we have principally to remark
with respect to the tale is, that, wild and ro-
mantic and visionary as it is, it has a truth of
its own, which seizes on and masters the ima-
gination from the beginning to the end. The .
poet unveils with exquisite skill the finer ties
of imagination and feeling by which they are
linked to the human heart. .

“ The elements of our sensibility, to all that
concerns fair Christabel, are of the purest tex-
ture ; they are not formally announced in a set’
description, but they accompany and mark her
every movement throughout the piece—Incessu
patuit Dea.—She is the support of her noble
father’'s declining age—sanctified by the bless-
ing of her departed mother—the beloved of a
valorous and absent knight—the delight and
admiration of an inspired bard—she is a being
made up of tenderness, affection, sweetness, piety!
There is a fine discrimination in the descriptions
of Christabel and Geraldine, between-the lovely
and the merely beautiful. There is a moral sen- -
sitiveness about Christabel, which none but a
true poet could seize.- It would be difficult to
find a more delicate touch of this kind in any
writer, than her anxious exclamation when, in
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passing the hall with Geraldine, a gleam b_ursts":‘l
from the dying embers. '

“ Next in point of merit to the power which Mr.
Coleridge has displayed, in interesting us by the
moral beauty of his heroine, comes the skill with
which he has wrought the feelings and fictions
of superstition'into shape. The witchlike Geral-
dine lying down gy the side of Christabel, and
uttering the spell over her, makes the reader
thrill with indefinable horror.

“ We find another striking excellence of this
poem, and which powerfully affects every reader,
by placing, as it were before his eyes, a distinct
picture of the events narrated, with all their ap-
- pendages of sight and sound—the dim forest—
the massive castle-gate—the angry moan of the
sleeping mastiff—the sudden flash of the dying
embers—the echoing hall—the carved chamber,
with its curious lamp—in short, all that enriches
anid adorns this tale, with a luxuriance of imagi-
nation seldom equalled.” *

Whilst in the full enjoyment of his creative
powers, Coleridge wrote in-a letter to a friend
the following critique on * the Hymn before Sun-
rise in the Vale of Chamouni,” which is supposed
* to have been composed about the time of the
Christabel, though not published till 1816. in the

* From an anonymous criticism published soon after the
Christabel.
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Sibylline Leaves. It will serve to shew how
freely he assented to the opinions of his friends,
and with what candour he criticised his own
poems, recording his opinions whether of censure
or of praise :—

“In a copy of verses, entitled ‘a Hymn be-
*« fore Sunrise in the Vale of Chamouni,’” I de-
* scribe myself under the influence of strong de-
“ votional feelings, gazing on the mountain, till
“ as if it had been a shape emanating from and
* sensibly representing her own essence, my soul
¢ had become diffused through the mighty vision:
* and there,

¢ As in her natural form, swell’d vast to Heaven.’

“ Mr. Wordsworth, I remember, censured the
“ passage as strained and unnatural, and con-
“ demned the hymn in toto, (which, nevertheless,
« I ventured to publish in my ‘ Sibylline Leaves,’)
* as a specimen of the mock sublime. It may be
« so for others, but it is impossible that I should
“ myself find it unnatural, being conscious that
“ it was the image and utterance of thoughts
“and emotions in which there was no mockery.
“ Yet, on the other hand, I could readily believe
* that the mood and habit of mind out of which
* the hymn rose, that differs from Milton’s and
“ Thomson’s and from the psalms, the source
“ of all three, in the author’s addressing himself
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“ keenest glitter, that it was a pride and a place
* of healing to lie, as in an apostle’s shadow,
* within the eclipse and deep substance-seem-
* ing gloom of °these dread ambassadors from
* earth to heaven, great hierarchs!” And though
* obscured, yet to think myself obscured by con-
¢ substantial forms, based in the same founda-
‘ tion as my own. [ grieved not to serve them—
“ yea, lovingly and with gladsomeness I abased
“ myself in their presence: for they are my
* brothers, I said, and the mastery is theirs by
“ right of older birth, and by right of the migh-
*¢ tier strivings of the hidden fire that uplifted
“ them above me.”

This poem has excited much discusgion, and
many individuals have expressed different opi-
nions as to its origin. Some assert that it is
borrowed from our own great poets ; whilst Ger-
man readers say, that it is little more than a
free translation from a poem of Frederica Brun.
That it is founded on Frederica Brun’s poem
cannot be doubted ; but those who compare the
two poems must at once feel, that to call Cole-
ridge’s a translation, containing as it does new
thoughts, exciting different feelings, and being
in fact a new birth, a glorification of the original,
would be a misuse of words. I insert the follow-
ing note of Coleridge’s, which appears applicable
to the subject :—
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men, however, all his-feelings and judgments
ever gave proof of the very reverse. The natural
piety of his mind, led him most frequently to
dwell on the thought of time and eternity, and
was the cause of his discussions ending generally
with theology.

During the first week of his residence at High-
gate, he conversed frequently on the Trinity and
on Unitarianism, and in one of these conversa-
tions, his eye being attracted by a large cowry,
very handsomely spotted : * Observe,” said he,
*“ this shell, and the beauty of its exterior here
‘ pourtrayed. Reverse it and place it to your
“ ear, you will find it empty, and a hollow mur-
“ muring sound issuing from the cavity in which
“ the animal once resided. This shell, with all
“ its beautiful spots, was secreted by the creature
“when living within it, but being plucked out,
“ nothing remains save the hollow sound for the
“ ear. Suchis Unitarianism; it owes any beauty it
“ may have left to the Christianity from which it
“ gseparated itself. The teachers of Unitarianism
“ have severed from their Christianity its ZLife,*
“ by removing the doctrine of St. John ; and thus
“ mutilated, ¢hey call the residue the religion of
“ Christ, implying the whole of the system, but
‘“ omitting in their teaching the doctrine of re- .

* In the * Improved Version of the New Testament,” the spirit
of this Evangelist is perverted.
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fession. In this profession too, Coleridge, had
circumstances allowed him to enter it, must have
been pre-eminent. Hartley, like Coleridge, was
formed for sympathy and all the charities of
life—his countenance was benign—his manners
were gentle—and his eloquence pathetic and
commanding. He first practised at Newark,
and afterwards removed to Bury St. Edmonds,
where he ended his career, dying in 1757, at the
age of fifty-two. He was much afflicted with
stone, and was in part the means of procuring
from the government five thousand pounds for
Mrs. Stevens, as a reward for the secret .of pre-
paring the solvent, sold and advertised in her
name. In 1740, he published the work on which
his fame rests, under the title of ¢ Observations
on Man, his frame, his duty, and his expecta-
tions.” In it he expounded his doctrine of
vibrations, and attempted by reasoning to ex-
plain the origin and propagation of sensation,
built on gratuitous assumption of certain vibra-
tions of the brain and nerves, coupled by asso-
ciation. Coleridge on his visit to Germany, soon
made himself master of this subject. In his
Biographia Literaria, he devotes a chapter to the
"examination of the work, and having seen the
hollowness of the argument, abandoned it. While
in Germany, Coleridge also studied Des Cartes,
and saw the source of Locke’s Theory, from
which he entirely differed. He next turned his
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* and matured into invincible babit of being, by
« a life of constant meditation and of intellectual
* pursuit, were the conditions or temptations, sine
“ quibus non of his forming and maintaining a
“ gystem subversive of all virtue. He saw so
“ clearly the folly and absurdity of wickedness,
“ and felt so weakly and languidly the passions
“ tempting to it, that he concluded, that nothing
“ was wanting to a course of well-doing, but clear
« conceptions and the fortitudo intellectualis ;
 while his very modesty, a prominent feature in
“ his character, rendered him, as it did Hartley,
“ less averse to the system of necessity. Add to
“ these causes his profound admiration of pure
“ mathematics, and the vast progress made in it so
* unspeakably beneficial to mankind, their bodies
“ as well as souls, ‘and souls as well as bodies ;
« the reflection that the essence of mmathematical
“ gcience consists in discovering the absolute
« properties of forms and proportions, and how
«“ pernicious a bewilderment was produced in
“ this sublime science by the wild attempt of the
“ Platonists, especially the later (though Plato
“ himself is far from blameless in this respect,)
“ to explain the final cause of mathematical figures
“ and of numbers, so as to subordinate them to
“ a principle of origination out of themselves;
“ and the further comparison of the progress of
“ this sCIENCE,. (pura Mathesis) which excludes
“ all consideration of final cause, with the un-
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“ ethies of Spinoza. Bad hearted men always
‘ hate the religion and morality which they at-
“ tack—but hatred dims and inturbidates the
“ logical faculties. There is likewise a sort of
* lurking terror in such a heart, which renders
‘“ it far too painful to keep a steady gaze on the
* being of God and the existence of immortality
“ —they dare only attack it as Tartars, a hot
“ valiant inroad, and then they scour off again.
“ Equally painful is self-examination, for if the
“ wretch be callous, the facts of psychology will
“ not present themselves—if not, who could go
“ on year after year in a perpetual process of
“ deliberate self-torture and shame. The very
« torment of the process would furnish facts sub-.
“ versive of the system, for which the process was
* instituted. The mind would at length be un-
‘ able to disguise from itself the unequivocal fact
“ of its own shame and remorse, and this once
“ felt and distinctly acknowledged, Spinozism is
*“ blown up as by a mine.”

Coleridge had a great abhorrence of vice, and
. Spinoza having, in his writings, strongly ¥aarked
its debasing effects, he was from sympathy on
these points led to study his philosophy : but when
on further research, he discovered that his ethics
led to Pantheism and ended in the denial of the
Deity—he abandoned these views, and gave up
the study of Spinoza. Perhaps the contempla- -
tion of such writers led him to compose the fol-
lowing lines : — '
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But some there are who deem themselves most free,
When they within this gross and visible sphere
‘Chain down the winged thought, scoffing ascent,
Proud in their meanness: and themselves they cheat
With noisy emptiness of learned phrase,
Their subtle fluids, impacts, essences,
Self-working tools, uncaused effects, and all
Those blind Omniscients, those Almighty slaves,
Untenanting creation of its Gop.
SiByYLLINE Leaves—(Destiny of Nations.)

The errors of this writer, however, as before
observed, produced this great advantage; he
recommenced his studies with greater care and
increased ardour, and in the Gospel of St. John,
discovered the truth—the truth, as Wordsworth
powerfully sings,

“ That flashed upon that inward eye,
Which is the bliss of solitude.”

Having now discovered in the Scriptures this
truth, to him at that time new and important,
he pursued his philosophical researches—conti-
nually finding what he sought for in the one,
borne out and elucidated by the other.

After he had corrected the proof sheets of the
Christabel, the Sibylline Leaves, and the Biogra-
phia Literaria ; they were brought to London, and
published by Rest Fenner, Paternoster Row.*

One of those periodical distresses, which usually
visit this country about once in nine years, took
place gbout this time, 1816,—and he was in con-

* The Christabel was published by Murray, but the Sibylline
Leaves and the Biog. Liter. by Rest Fenner.
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sequence requested by his publisher to write on
the subject. He therefore composed two Lay
Sermons, addressed to the higher and to the
middle classes of society, and had the intention
of addressing a third to the lower classes. The
first sermon he named “ the Statesman’s Manual,
or the Bible the best guide to political skill and
foresight.” The pamphlet was as might have
been expected, *cut up.” He was an unpo-
pular writer on an unpopular subject. Time
was, when reviews directed the taste of the
reading public, now, on the contrary, they judge -
it expedient to follow it.

But it may be well to place before the reader
the expression of Coleridge’s own feelings, writ-
ten after these several attacks, it may also serve
to shew the persecution to which he was liable :

‘T published a work a large portion of which
“ was professedly metaphysical.” (First Lay
Sermon.)*

“ A delay,” said he, “ occurred between its first
‘ annunciation and its appearance ; and it was
“ reviewed by anticipation with a malignity, so
‘“ avowedly and so exclusively personal, as is, I
‘ believe, unprecedented even in the present
‘“ contempt of all common humanity that dis-
“ graces and endangers the liberty of the press.
““ After its appearance the author of this lam-

* The first was published in 1816, and the second in 1817,
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« ¢ of the spiritual. Ere he is fully arisen, and
“ ¢ while his glories are still under veil, he calls
“ ¢ up the breeze to chase away the usurping
¢ ¢« vapours of the night season, and thus converts
¢ ¢ the air itself into the minister of its own pu-
“ ¢ rification : not surely in proof or elucidation
¢ ¢ of the light from heaven, but to prevent its
‘“ ¢ interception. Wherever, therefore, similar
‘ ¢ circumstances coexist with the same moral
‘¢ causes, the principles revealed, and the ex-
‘¢ amples recorded, in the inspired writings,
¢ ¢ render miracles superfluous: and if we ne-
¢ ¢ glect to apply truths in the expectation of
“ ¢ wonders, or under pretext of the cessation of
« ¢ the latter, we tempt God and merit the same
* ¢ reply which our Lord gave to the Pharisees
‘¢ on a like occasion.’

“ In the sermon and the notes both the his-
* torical truth and the necessity of the miracles
« are strongly and frequently asserted. ¢ The
‘¢ testimony of books of history (namely, rela-
« ¢ tively to the signs and wonders with which
¢ ¢ Christ came,) is one of the strong and stately
« ¢ pillars of the church ; but it is not the foun-
‘“  dation.’ Instead, therefore, of defending
“ myself, which I could easily effect by a series
‘ of passages, expressing the same opinion, from
“ the fathers and the most eminent protestant
¢ divines, from the Reformation to the Revolution,
1 shall merely state what my belief is, con-

-~
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“ suffering of the uninterested ally ;—in a word,
it is the actual ¢rial of the faith in Christ, with
“ its accompaniments and results, that must form
*“ the arched roof, and the faith itself is the com-
¢ pleting keystone. In order to an efficient be-
¢ lief in Christianity, a man must have been a
¢ Christian, and this is the seeming argumentum
“in circulo, incident to all spiritual truths, to
“ every subject not presentable under the forms
“ of time and space, as long as we attempt to
*“ master by the reflex acts of the understanding,
“ what we can only know by the act of becorning.
“ ¢ Do the will of my Father, and ye shall know
¢ whether I am of God.” These four evidences
“ T believe to have been, and still to be, for the
“ world, for the whole church, all necessary, all
“ equally necessary; but that at_ present, and
« for the majority of Christians born in Christian
“ countries, I believe the third and the fourth
‘“ cvidences to be the most operative, not as
“ superseding, but as involving a glad undoubt-
“ ing faith in the two former. Credidi, idedque
“ intellexi, appears to me the dictate equally of
“ philosophy and religion, even as I believe re-
“ demption to be the antecedent of sanctification,
“and not its consequent. All spiritual predi-
“ cates may be construed indifferently as modes
“ of action, or as states of being. Thus holiness
“ and blessedness are the same idea, now seen
“ in relation to act, and now to existence.”—
Biog. Liter. Vol. ii. p. 303.






330 LIFE OF COLERIDGE.

“ social disposition, altogether a stranger to sub-
“ jects of taste (almost the only ones on which
« persons of both sexes can converse with a com-
“ mon interest), should pass through the world
« without at times feeling dissatisfied with him-
““ gelf. The best proof of this is to be found in
“ the marked anxiety which men, who have suc-
“ ceeded in life without the aid of these ac-
 complishments, shew in securing them to their
“ children. A young man of ingenuous mind
« will not wilfully deprive himself of any species
« of respect. He will wish to feel himself on a
‘ ]evel with the average of the society in which
“ he lives, though he may be ambitious of dis-
“ tinguishing himself only in his own immediate
‘ pursuit or occupation.

* Under this conviction, the following Course
* of Lectures was planned. The several titles
“ will best explain the particular subjects and
“ purposes of each; but the main objects pro-
“ posed, as the result of all, are the two fol-
“ lowing :—

“I. To convey, in a form best fitted to render
“ them impressive at the time, and remembered
« afterwards, rules and principles of sound judg-
“ ment, with a kind and degree of connected .
“ information, such as the hearers, generally
« speaking, cannot be supposed likely to form,
“ collect, and arrange for themselves, by their
“ own unassisted studies. It might be presump-
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“tion to say, that any important part of these
« Lectures could not be derived from books ; but
“ none, I trust, in supposing, that the same in-
« formation could not be so surely or conve-
niently acquired from such books as are of
“ commonest occurrence, or with that quantity
« of time and attention which can be reasonably
“ expected, or even wisely desired, of men en-
« gaged in business and the active duties of the
“ world.

“ II. Under a strong persuasion that little of
real value is derived by persons in general from
“a wide and various reading; but still more
“ deeply convinced as to the actual mischief of
‘“ unconnected and promiscuous reading, and that
“ it is sure, in a greater or less degree, to ener-
“ vate even where it does not likewise inflate ; I
“ hope to satisfy many an ingenuous mind, se-
“ riously interested in its own development and
¢ cultivation, how moderate a number of volumes,
“ if only they be judiciously chosen, will suffice
for the attainment of every wise and desirable
‘ purpose : that is, in addition to those which he
“ studies for specific and professional purposes.
“ It is saying less than the truth to affirm, that
* an excellent book (and the remark holds almost
‘“ equally good of a Raphael as of a Milton) is
“like a well-chosen and well-tended fruit-tree.
“ Its fruits are not of one season only. With the
* due and natural intervals, we may recur to it

[

-

-

¢

-

-



332 LIFE OF COLERIDGE.

“ year after year, and it will supply the same
‘“ nourishment and the same gratification, if only
*“ we ourselves return with the same healthful
‘“ appetite.

‘“ The subjects of the Lectures are indeed very
‘“ different, but not (in the strict sense of the
“ term) diverse: they are various, rather than
“ miscellaneous. There is this bond of connexion
* common to them all,—that the mental pleasure
“ which they are calculated to excite is not de-
“ pendant on accidents of fashion, place or age,
“ or the events or the customs of the day ; but
“ commensurate with the good sense, taste, and
«“ feeling, to the cultivation of which they them-
“ gelves so largely contribute, as being all in kind,
¢ though not all in the same degree, productions
“ of GEN1US:

“ What it would be arrogant to promise, I may
“ yet be permitted to hope,—that the execution
“ will prove correspondent and adequate to the
“ plan. Assuredly my best efforts have not been
“ wanting so to select and prepare the materials,
¢ that, at the conclusion of the Lectures, an at-
‘“ tentive auditor, who should consent to aid his
“ future recollection by a few notes taken either
¢ during each Lecture or soon after, would rarely
“ feel himself, for the time to come, excluded
“ from taking an intelligent interest in any ge-
‘“ neral conversation likely to occur in mixed
“ society. S T. CoLERIDGE.”
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SYLLABUS OF THE COURSE.

“ Lecture 1. Tuesday Evening, January 27,
“ 1818.—On the manners, morals, literature, phi-
“ losophy, religion, and the state of society in
“ general, in European Christendom, from the
« eighth to the fifteenth century (that is, from
“ A.D. 700 to A.D. 1400), more particularly in
« reference to England, France, Italy, and Ger-
“ many : in other words, a portrait of the (so
“ called) dark ages of Europe.

“JI. On the tales and metrical romances
“ common, for the most part, to England, Ger-
“ many, and the North of France ; and on the
« English songs and ballads; continued to the
“ reign of Charles the First.—A few selections
“ will be made from the Swedish, Danish, and
“ German languages, translated for the purpose
“ by the Lecturer.

« TII. Chaucer and Spenser; of Petrarch ; of
« Ariosto, Pulci, and Boiardo.

«“IV.V.and VI. On the Dramatic Works of
¢ SHAKSPEARE. In these Lectures will be com-
¢« prised the substance of Mr. Coleridge’s former
“ Courses on the same subject, enlarged and
“ varied by subsequent study and reflection.

“VII. On BenJonson, Beaumont and Fletcher,
“ and Massinger; with the probable causes of
““ the cessation of Dramatic Poetry in England
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« with Shirley and Otway, soon after the Resto-
“ ration of Charles the Second.

«“ VIII. Of the Life and all the Works of CEer-
“ vanTES, but chiefly of his Don Quixote. The
“ Ridicule of Knight-Errantry shewn to have
“ been but a secondary object in the mind of
“ the Author, and not the principal Cause of the
“ Delight which the Work continues to give in
¢« all Nations, and under all the Revolutions of
“ Manners and Opinions.

« IX. On Rabelais, Swift, and Sterne: on the
¢« Nature and Constituents of genuine Humour,
* and on the Distinctions of the Humorous from
« the Witty, the Fanciful, the Droll, the Odd, &c.

«“X. Of Donne, Dante, and Milton.

“ XI. On the Arabian Nights Entertainments,
“ and on the romantic use of the supernatural
“ in Poetry, and in works of fiction not poetical.
“ On the conditions and regulations under which
“ such Books may be employed advantageously
¢ in the earlier Periods of Education.

“ XII. On tales of witches, apparitions, &ec.
‘“ as distinguished from the magic and magi-
“ cians of asiatic origin. The probable sources
« of the former, and of the belief in them in
“ certain ages and classes of men. Criteria by
* which mistaken and exaggerated facts may be
« distinguished from absolute falsehood and im-
“ posture. Lastly, the causes of the terror and
‘ interest which stories of ghosts and witches
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“ inspire, in early life at least, whether believed:
‘“ or not.

« XIII. On colour, sound, and form, in nature,
“ as connected with Poesy: the word, ‘Poesy’
‘“ used as the generic or class term, including
‘ poetry, music, painting, statuary, and ideal
‘ architecture, as its species. The reciprocal re-
* lations of poetry and philosophy to each other; -
“ and of both to religion, and the moral sense.

“ XIV. On the corruptions of the English
“ language since the reign of Queen Anne, in
“ our style of writing prose. A few easy rules
“ for the attainment of a manly, unaffected, and
« pure language, in our genuine mother-tongue,
« whether for the purposes of writing, oratory,
“ or conversation. Concluding Address.”

These lectures, from his own account, were
the most profitable of any he had before given,
though delivered in an unfavorable situation ;
but being near the Temple, many of the students
were his auditors. It was the first time I had
ever heard him in public. He lectured from
notes, which he had carefully made; yet it was
obvious, that his audience was more delighted
when, putting his notes aside, he spoke extem-
pore ;—many of these notes were preserved, and
have lately been printed in the Literary Re-
mains. In his lectures he was brilliant, fluent,
and rapid ; his words seemed to flow as from a
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person repeating with grace and energy some
delightful poem. If, however, he sometimes
paused, it was not for the want of words, but
that he was seeking the most appropriate, or
their most logical arrangement.

The attempts to copy his lectures verbatim
have failed, they are but comments. Scarcely
in anything could he be said to be a mannerist,
his mode of lecturing was his own. Coleridge’s
eloquence, when he gave utterance to his rich
thoughts, flowing like some great river, which
winds its way majestically at its own * sweet
will,” though occasionally slightly impeded by a
dam formed from its crumbling banks, but over
which the accumulated waters pass onward with
increased force, so arrested his listeners, as at
times to make them feel almost breathless. Such
seemed the movement of Coleridge’s words in
lecture or in earnest discourse, and his counte-
nance retained the same charms of benignity,
gentleness, and intelligence, though this expres-
sion varied with the thoughts he uttered, and
was much modified by his sensitive nature. His
quotations from the poets, of high character, were
most feelingly and most luminously given, as
by one inspired with the subject. In my early
intimacy with this great man, I was especially
struck with the store of knowledge he possessed,
and on which I ever found one might safely rely.
I begged him to inform me by what means the
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human mind could retain so much, to which he
always gave the following answer: ¢ The me-
. ““ mory is of two kinds,” (a division I have ever
[ -#¢ found useful), “ the one kind I designate the
- ¢ passive memory, the other the creative, with
& the first I retain the names of things, figures,
. ¢.and numbers, &c. and this in myself I believe
“.to be very defective.. With the other I recall
*¢ facts, and theories, &c. by means of their law
. * or their principle, and in tracing these, the
} ¢ images or facts present themselves to me.”
Coleridge, as a motto to the first essay in The
. JFriend, quotes the following observation from the
* life of Petrarch : ‘ Believe me,” says this writer,
“ it requires no little confidence to promise help
~ to the struggling, counsel to the doubtful, light
to the blind, hope to the desponding, refresh-
aent to the weary; these are great things if
they are accomplished, trifles ifthey exist but in
" promise. I, however, aim not so much to pre-
- scribe a law for others, as to set forth the law of
my own mind.” At this Coleridge always aimed,
and continuing the quotation from Petrarch, *“ Let
the man who shall approve of it, abide, and let
Jim to whom it shall uppear not reasonable, re-
+jectit. ’'Tis my earnest wish, I confess, to em-
. ploy my understanding and acquirements in that
" mode and direction in which I may be able to
benefit the largest number possible of my fellow-
. ¥OL. L. z

]




338 LIFE OF COLERIDGE.

creatures.” Such was Coleridge’s wish, and with
this view, and with this end, he constantly em-
ployed his time.

His mind was occupied with serious thoughts
—thoughts connected with the deep truths he
was endeavouring to inculcate. His heart was
from his early youth full of sympathy and love,
and so remained till his latest hour. To his
friend, when in trouble or sorrow, this sympathy
and solace were freely given; and when he re-
ceived, or thought he received, a benefit, or a
kindness, his heart overflowed with gratitude—
even slight services were sometimes over-valued
by him. I have selected the following from among
many letters written at different’ periods, as cha-
racteristic of the man, and evincing those reli-
gious, grateful, and affectionate feelings which
are so strongly marked in all he has ever written,
for, from his youth upward, he was wedded to
the lovely and the beautiful. In his letters, these
feelings were occasionally expressed with much
liveliness, terseness, and originality.

Indoing this, I believe, I must anticipate some
of the incidents of his life ; the first letter writ-
ten was addressed to a friend, who was in great
anguish of mind from the sudden death of his
mother, and was written thirty years before his
decease :—

 Your letter, my friend, struck me with a
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“ unto youm, rejoice; baptized Christians are to
“ be put on sackcloth and ashes, and try, by
“ torturing themselves and others, to procure a
< rescue from the devil. Again, let me thank
“ you for your remembrance of me, and believe
* me from the hour we first met,at Bristol, with
“ esteem and regard,
“ Your sincere friend,

k4

«“S. T. CoLERIDGE.’

‘‘ DEAR FRIEND, Ramsgate, 28th Oct. 1822,

“ Words I know are not wanted between you
“ and me. But there are occasions so awful,
¢ there may be instances and manifestations of
* friendship so affecting, and drawing up with
“ them so long a train from behind, so many
« folds of recollection as they come onward on
‘“ one's mind, that it seems but a mere act of
« justice to oneself, a debt we owe to the dignity
¢ of our moral nature to give them some record ;
« a relief which the spirit of man asks and de-
¢ mands to contemplate in some outward symbol,
 what it is inwardly solemnizing. I am still too
“ much under the cloud of past misgivings, too
* much of the stun and stupor from the recent
* peals and thunder-crush still remains, to permit
*“ me to anticipate others than by wishes and
* prayers. What the effect of your unwearied
“ kindness may be on poor M.'s mind and con-
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* duct, I pray fervently, and I feel a cheerful trust
‘“that I do not pray in vain, that on my own
‘“ mind and spring of action, it will be proved not
‘“to have been wasted. I do inwardly believe,
‘ that I shall yet do something to thank you, my
‘“ dear—in the way in which you would wish to
‘“ be thanked—by doing myself honour.—Dear
“ friend and brother of my soul, God only knows
* how truly, and in the depth, you are loved and
* prized by your affectionate friend,

«“S. T. CoLERIDGE.”

During the first lecture of the course in 1817,
a young man of modest demeanor sent him a
letter, and afterwards introduced himself, stating
that he was a student in literature, and from his
conversation, he struck Coleridge as one much
more attached to the better part of our nature
than to the love of gain. An intimacy con-
sequently took place, and Coleridge addressed -
many letters to him, from which will be selected
such as are critical or autobiographical. Fortu-
nately they have been preserved, and are too
valuable not to form a part of this volume.

The following is an answer to the first letter
Coleridge received from him :—

“ DEAR SIR, Wednesday Morning, Jan. 28th, 1818,

“ Your friendly letter was first delivered to
 me at the lecture-room door on yesterday even-
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‘“ ing, ten minutes before the lecture, and my
“ spirits were so sadly depressed by the circum-
“ stance of my hoarseness, that I was literally
‘¢ incapable of reading it. I now express my
“ acknowledgments, and with them the regret
“ that I had not received the detter in time to
* have availed myself of it.

*“ When I was young I used to laugh at flat-
“ tery, as, on account of its absurdity, I now
‘¢ abhor it, from my repeated observations of its
“ mischievous effects. Amongst these, not the
“ least is, that it renders honourable natures
“ more slow and reluctant in expressing their
“ real feelings in praise of the deserving, than,
“ for the interests of truth and virtue, might be
* desired. For the weakness of our moral and
* intellectual being, of which the comparatively
“ strongest are often the most, and the most
¢ painfully, conscious, needs the confirmation
* derived from the coincidence and sympathy of
“ the friend, as much as the voice of honour
‘¢ within us denounces the pretences of the flat-
‘ terer. Be assured, then, that I write as I think,
“ when I tell you that, from the style and thoughts
** of your letter, I should have drawn a very dif-
“ ferent conclusion from that which you appear
“ to have done, concerning both your talents and
*¢ the cultivation which they have received. Both
*'the matter and manner are manly, simple, and
‘‘ correct. ' '
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“ I trust that you will not come within the
‘ purlieus of Highgate without giving me the
“ opportunity of assuring you personally that I
‘“ am, with sincere respect,

“Your obliged,

«S. T. CoLERIDGE."’

- Following the chronological order I proposed,
I am led to speak again of Lamb, who having
at this time collected many little poems and es-
says, scattered in different publications, he re-
printed and published them in two small volumes,
which he dedicated to Coleridge ; and those of
my readers who have not seen this work will,
doubtless, find it interesting. The simplicity of
this dedication, and above all the biographical
portion of it, seem to render it appropriate to this
work, and it is therefore subjoined.

TO 8. T. COLERIDGE, Esq.

MY DEAR COLERIDGE,

You will smile to see the slender labors of
your friend designated by the title of Works;
but such was the wish of the gentlemen who
have kindly undertaken the trouble of collecting
them, and from their judgment could be no
appeal.

It would be a kind of disloyalty to offer to any
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one but yourself, a volume containing the early
pieces which were first published among your
poems, and were fairly derivatives from you and
them. My friend Lloyd and myself came into
our first battle (authorship is a sort of warfare)
under cover of the greater Ajax. How this
association, which shall always be a dear and
proud recollection to me, came to be broken,—
who snapped the three-fold cord,—whether your-
self (but T know that was not the case,) grew
ashamed of your former companions,—or whether
(which is by much the more probable) some un-
gracious bookseller was author of the separation,
1 cannot tell ;—but wanting the support of your
friendly elm, (I speak for myself,) my vine has,
since that time, put forth few or no fruits; the
sap (if ever it had any) has become in a manner
dried up and extinct: and you will find your
old associate in his second volume, dwindled
into prose and criticism. Am I right in assum-
ing this as the cause? or is it that, as years come
upon us, (except with some more healthy-happy
spirits,) life itself loses much of its poetry for
us? we transcribe but what we read in the great
volume of Nature: and, as the characters grow
dim, we turn off and look another way. You,
yourself, write no Christabels, nor Ancient Mar-
riners, now. Some of the Sonnets, which shall
be carelessly turned over by the general reader,
may happily awaken in you remembrances,
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which I should be sorry should be ever totally
extinct—the memory

Of summer days and of delightful years.

Even so far back as to those old suppers at
ourold * * * * ¢ TInn, when life was
fresh, and topics exhaustless,—and you first
kindled in e, if not the power, yet the love of
poetry, and beauty and kindliness,—

What words have 1 heard
Spoke at the Mermaid ?

The world has given you many a shrewd nip
and gird since that time, but either my eyes are
grown dimmer, or my old friend is the same,
who stood before me three-and-twenty years ago
—his hair a little confessing the hand of time,
but still shrouding the same capacious brain,—his
heart not altered, scarcely where it “alteration
finds.”

One piece, Coleridge, I have ventured to publish
in its original form, though I have heard you com-
plain of a certain over-imitation of the antique
in the style. If I could see any way of getting
rid of the objection, without re-writing it en-
tirely, I would make some sacrifices. But when
I wrote John Woodyville, I never proposed to my-
self any distinct deviation from common English.
I had been newly initiated in the writings of our
elder dramatists ; Beaumont, and Fletcher, and
Massinger, were then a first love; and from what
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I was so freshly conversant in, what wonder if
my language imperceptibly took a tinge? The
very time, which I had chosen for my story,
that which immediately followed the Restoration,
seemed to require in an English play, that the
English should be of rather an older cast, than
that of the precise year in which it happened to
be written. I wish it had not some faults which
I can less vindicate than the language.

I remain, my dear Coleridge,
Yours, with unabated esteem,
C. Lams.

In Feb. 1819, application was made to Mr.
Coleridge to give a course of lectures at the Rus-
sell Institution, to which he sent the following
reply, addressed to Mr. Britton : —

¢ DEAR SIR, Highgate, 28th Feb., 1819.

“ First permit me to remove a very natural,
“ indeed almost inevitable, mistake, relative to
“ my lectures ; namely, that I have them, or that
“ the lectures of one place or season are in any
‘“ way repeated in another. So far from it, that
“ on any point that I had ever studied (and on
*“ no other should I dare discourse—1I mean, that
“ 1 would not lecture on any subject for which
“1 had to acquire the main knowledge, even
‘ though a month’s or three months’ previous
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“ time were allowed me; on no subject that
* had not employed my thoughts for a large por-
“ tion of my life since earliest manhood, free of
¢ all outward and particular purpose)—on any
* point within my habit of thought, I should
«“ greatly prefer a subject I had never lectured
‘“ on, to one which I had repeatedly given; and
“ those who have attended me for any two sea-
“ sons successively will bear witness, that the
* lecture given at the London Philosophical So-
‘ ciety, on the Romeo and Juliet, for instance,
“ was as different from that given at the Crown
“ and Anchor, as if they had been by two indi-
“ viduals who, without any communication with
“ each other, had only mastered the same prin-
“ ciples of philosophical criticism. This was most
« strikingly evidenced in the coincidence be-
“ tween my lectures and those of Schlegel ; such,
‘ and so close, that it was fortunate for my moral
« reputation that I had not only from five to
‘“ seven hundred ear witnesses that the passages
* had been given by me at the Royal Institution
“ two years before Schlegel commenced his lec-
 tures at Vienna, but that notes had been taken
“ of these by several men and ladies of high
“rank. The fact is this; during a course of
“ lectures, I faithfully employ all the intervening
‘“ days in collecting and digesting the materials,
* whether I have or have not lectured on the
“ same subject before, making no difference.
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* The day of the lecture, till the hour of com-
“ mencement, I devote to the consideration, what
“ of the mass before me is best fitted to answer
‘ the purposes of a lecture, that is, to keep the
 audience awake and interested during the de-
“ livery, and to leave a sting behind, that is, a
¢ disposition to study the subject anew, under
¢ the light of a new principle. Several times,
 however, partly from apprehension respecting
“ my health and animal spirits, partly from the
‘“ wish to possess copies that might afterwards
‘ be marketable among the publishers, I have
« previously written the lecture; but before I
“ had proceeded twenty minutes, I have been
‘ obliged to push the MS. away, and give the
“ subject a new turn. Nay, this was so noto-
“ rigps, that many of my auditors used to threaten
“ me, when they saw any number of written
‘ papers on my desk, to steal them away ; de-
“ claring they never felt so secure of a good
“ lecture as when they perceived that I had not
“ a single scrap of writing before me. 1 take
¢ far, far more pains than would go to the set
‘ composition of a lecture, both by varied read-
“ ing and by meditation ; but for the words, illus-
* trations, &c., I know almost as little as any
‘ one of the audience (that is, those of anything
¢ like the same education with myself) what they
“ will be five minutes before the lecture begins.
‘ Such is my way, for such is my nature; and
VOL. I. AA
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suffering. After consulting together, ‘'we deter-
mined to go to town at seven o’clock in the
evening, to make some enquiries respecting this
unexpected application, and arrived at the house
of the gentleman who had written the letter. His
servant informed us that he was not at home, but
would return at eight o’clock, the hour fixed for
the commencement of the lecture. We then pro-
ceeded to the society’s room, which we found
empty. It was a long one, partitioned off by a
pole, the ends of which were fastened to the side-
walls, and from this pole was nailed a length of
baize which reached the floor, and in the centre
was fixed a square piece of board to form a desk.
We passed under this baize curtain to observe the
other arrangements, from whence we could easily
discern the audience as they entered. When we
looked over the pole which formed the partition,
we saw rows of benches across the room, prepared
for about four or five hundred persons —on the
side were some short ones, one above the other,
intended for the committee. The preparations
looked formidable—and Coleridge was anxiously
waiting to be informed of the subject on which
he was to lecture. At length the committee en- -
tered, taking their seats—from the centre of this
party Mr. President arose, and put on a presi-
dent’s hat, which so disfigured him that we could
scarcely refrain from laughter. He thus ad-
dressed the company:—‘ This evening, Mr.
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Coleridge’ will deliver a lecture on the ‘ Growth
of the Individual Mind.”” Coleridge at first
seemed startled, and turning round to me whis-
pered, “a pretty stiff subject they have chosen
“for me.” He instantly mounted his standing-
place, and began without hesitation ; previously
requesting me to observe the effect of his lecture
on the audience. It was agreed, that, should
hie appear to fail, I was to clasp his ancle, but
that he was to continue for an hour if the coun-
tenances of his auditors indicated satisfaction.
If I rightly remember his words, he thus began
his address :—* The lecture I am about to give
¢ this evening is purely extempore. Should you
“ find a nominative case looking out for a verb
“ —or a fatherless verb for a nominative case,
‘“ you must excuse it. It is purely extempore,
* though I have thought and read much on this
‘“ subject.” I could see the company begin to
smile, and this at once seemed to inspire him
with confidence. This beginning appeared to
me a sort of mental curvetting, while preparing
his thoughts for one of his eagle flights, as if
with an eagle’s eye he could steadily look at the
mid-day sun. He was most brilliant, eloquent,
and logically consecutive. The time moved on
so swiftly, that on looking at my watch, I found
an hour and a half had passed away, and
therefore waiting only a desirable moment (to
use his own playful words ;) I prepared myself to



LIFE OF COLERIDGE. 327

‘“ punctuate his oration.” As previously agreed,
I pressed his ancle, and thus gave him the hint
he had requested—when bowing graciously, and
with a benevolent and smiling countenance he
presently descended.

~ The lecture was quite new to me, and I be-
lieve quite new to himself, at least so far as the
arrangement of his words were concerned. The
floating thoughts were most beautifully arranged,
and delivered on the spur of the moment. What
" accident gave rise to the singular request, that
he should deliver this lecture impromptu, I
never learnt; nor did it signify, as it afforded a
happy opportunity to many of witnessing in part
the extent of his reading, and the extraordinary
strength of his powers..

At this time an intimate and highly accom-
plished friend of my wife’s, who was also a very
sensible woman, a fine musician, and considered
one of the best private performers in the country,
came on a visit. The conversation turned on
music, and Coleridge, speaking of himself, ob-
served, “ I believe I have no ear for music, but
‘“ have a taste for it.” He then explained the
delight he received from Mozart, and how greatly
he enjoyed the dithyrambic movement of Beet-
hoven ; but could never find pleasure in the
fashionable modern composers. It seemed to
him “ playing tricks with music—like nonsense
‘ verses—music to please me,” added he, *“ must

VOL. I. BB



358 LIFE OF COLERIDGE.

“ have a subject.” Our friend appeared struck
with this observation, “I understand you, sir,”
she replied, and immediately seated herself at
the piano. ‘ Have the kindness to listen to the
three following airs, which I played on a cer-
tain occasion extempore, as substitutes for words.
Will you try to guess the meaning 1 wished to
convey, and I shall then ascertain the extent of
my success.” She instantly gave us the first air,
—his reply was immediate. * That is clear, it
*“is solicitation.”—* When I played this air,”
observed the lady, “to a dear friend whom you
know, she turned to me, saying, ¢ what do you
want?’—I told her the purport of my air was
to draw her attention to her dress, as she was
going out with me to take a drive by the sea-
shore without her cloak.” Our visitor then called
Coleridge’s attention to her second air; it was
short and expressive. Tothis he answered, ¢ that
““is easily told—it is remonstrance.” *Yes,” re-
plied she, ‘¢ for my friend again shewing the same
inattention, I played this second extemporaneous
air, in order to remonstrate with her.” We now
listened to the third and last air. He requested
her to repeat it, which she did.—*That,” said
he, ¢ I cannot understand.” To this she replied,
—«it is I believe a failure,” naming at the
same time the subject she had wished to convey.
Coleridge's answer was—* That is a sentiment,
“ and cannot be well expressed in music.”
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The evening before our friend left us, Cole-
ridge had a long conversation with her on serious
and religious subjects. Fearing, however, that
he might not have been clearly understood, he
the next morning brought down the following
paper, written before he had retired to rest:—

8. T Coleridge’s confession of belief, with respect
to the true grounds of Christian morality, 1817,

“1. I sincerely profess the Christian faith,
“ and regard the New Testament as containing
“all its articles, and I interpret the words not
* only in the obvious, but in the Lteral sense, un-
* less where common reasen, and the authority
¢ of the Church of England join in commanding
*“ them to be understood FIGURATIVELY: as for
“ instance, ¢ Herod is a Fox.’

« 2, Next to the Holy Scriptures, I revere the
* Liturgy, Articles, and Homilies of the Esta-
¢ blished Church, and hold the doctrines therein
‘ expressly contained. '

“ 3. I reject as erroneous, and deprecate as
“ most dangerous, the notion, that our feelings are
“ to be the ground and guide of our actions. I
“ believe the feelings themselves to be among
« the things that are to be grounded and guided.
« The feelings are effects, not causes, a part of
¢ the instruments of action, but never can with-
“ out serious injury be perverted into the prin-
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*“ ciples of action. Under feelings., I include all
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that goes by the names of sentiment, sensibility,
&c. &c. These, however pleasing, may be made
and often are made the instruments of vice and
guilt, though under proper discipline, they are
fitted to be both aids and ornaments of virtue,
They are to virtue what beauty is to health.
‘4. All men, the good as well as the bad, and
the bad as well as the good, act with motives.
But what is motive to one person is no motive
at all to another. The pomps and vanities of
the world supply mighty motives to an ambi-
tious man ; but are so far from being a motive
to a humble Christian, that he rather wonders
how they can be even a temptation to any man
in his senses, who believes himself to have an
immortal soul. Therefore that a title, or the
power of gratifying sensual luxury, is the mo-
tive with which A. acts, and no motive at all
to B.—must arise from the different state of the
moral being in A. and in B.—consequently
motives too, as well as feelings are effects ; and
they become causes only in a secondary or de-
rivative sense.

“5. Among the motives of a probationary Chris-
tian, the practical conviction that all his inten-
tional acts have consequences in a future state ;
that as he sows here, he must reap hereafter;
in plain words, that according as he does, or
does not, avail himself of the light and helps
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¢ given by God through Christ, he must go either
‘ to heaven or hell; is the most impressive, were
‘it only from pity to his own soul, as an ever-
* lasting sentient being.

“ 6. But that this #s a motive, and the most
* impressive of motives to any given person, arises
“ from, and supposes, a commencing state of re-
‘“ generation in that person’s mind and heart.
“ That therefore which constitutes a regenerate
“ sTATE is the true priNcIPLE oN which, or with
 a view to which, actions, feelings, and motives
“ ought to be grounded.

“ 7. The different operations of this radical
‘ principle, (which principle is called in Secrip-
* ture sometimes faith, and in other places love,)
“ I have been accustomed to call good impulses :
“ because they are the powers that impel us to
“ do what we ought to do.

“ 8. The impulses of a full grown Christian
“ are—1. Love of God. 2. Love of our neigh-
“ bour for the love of God. 3. An undefiled
‘ conscience, which prizes above every compre-
* hensible advantage that peace of God which
* passeth all understanding.

9. Every consideration, whether of hope or
¢ of fear, which is, and which ¢s adopted by us,
* poor imperfect creatures! in our present state
‘ of probation, as MEaNs of producing such im-
‘ pulses in our hearts, is so far a right and de-
“ sirable consideration. He that is weak must.
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‘“ take the medicine which is suitable to his
*“ existing weakness ; but then he ought to know
“ that it is a medicine, the object of which is to
“ remove the disease, not to feed and perpe-
“ tuate it.

* 10. Lastly, I hold that there are two grievous
mistakes,—both of which as extremes equally
opposite to truth and the Gospel,—I equally
“ reject and deprecate. The first is, that of Stoic
‘ pride, which would snatch away his crutches
“ from a curable cripple before he can walk with-
“ out them. The second is, that of those worldly
“ and temporizing preachers, who would disguise
“ from such a cripple the necessary truth that
* crutches are not legs, but only temporary aids
“ and substitutes.”
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By the Rev. JoserH HUNTER, F. 8. A. 8vo. cloth, 16s.
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]

SurreYand WyATT’s POETICAL WORKS,
with Original Memoirs by Sik HAr-
RIS NicoLas. 2 vols. cr. 8vo. 18s.

DavisonN’s PoETICAL RHAPSODY, edited
by Sir H. Nicoras. 2 vols. cr. 8vo.
1l 1s.

HEeRRICK’S PoETICAL WORKS, With a
Portrait, 2 vols. crown 8vo. 11. 1s.

DunBAR’s PoETICAL WORKS, with Notes
and a Memoir by Davip Laing, Esq.
2 vols. crown 8vo. 1. 1s.

EarLy EncLisH PoETRY, edited by
THomAs WRIGHT, B. A. printed in
the Black Letter, with Notes, and
Wood-cuts.—1.TurNAMENT of ToT-
TENHAM ; and the Fegst.~—II. NuT-
BROWNE MAIDp.—III. TALE of the

BasiN, and that of the FRERE and
the Boy—IV. Sones and CAroLs,
4 vols. 12mo. half bound morecco, 11.

MoberN Duxnciap, Virgil in London,
and other Poems, by GEORGE
Danier. Foolscap 8vo. 7s. 6d.

Sones of BERANGER, with a Sketch of
his Life, translated from the French.
Foolscap 8vo. 5s.

SpeciMENs of ENGLISH SONNETS, from
the Earl of Surrey to Wordsworth.
By Rev. ALEX. DYCE. 16mo. 6s.

¢ A book we recommend for the taste
and judgment in the choice, and for the
elegance of the typography.”—Gentle-
man’s Mag.

MASTER WACE muis Curonicte ofF THE NormMaN CoONQUEST,

FROM THE RomaN DE Rou.

Translated, with Notes and Illustrations, by

EnGaR TAYLOR, Esq. 8vo. with numerous wood-cuts, comprising the entire Bayeux
Tapestry and other Illustrations, price 11. 8s.

JOSEPH RITSON'S PUBLICATIONS.

Rosin Hoob, 2 vols. cr. 8vo. 1L 1s.

LirE oF KING ARTHUR, cr. 8vo. 10s.

ANNALS oF THE CALEDONIANS, 2 vols. | MEMOIRs OF THE CELTSs, cr. 8vo. 12s.

crown 8vo. 1. 4s.
FAIRY TALEs, crown 8vo. 9s.

ANCIENT SONGS AND BALLADS, 2 vols.
crown 8vo. 1l. 4s,

LEerTERS, Edited by his Nephew, Joseph | EARLY PoPuLAR POETRY, crown 8vo.

Frank, with his Life, by Sir Harris
Nicolas, 2 vols. crown 8vo. 1L 1s.

7s. 6d.

PISCATORIAL REMINISCENCES and GLEANINGS,

By an old Angler and Bibliopolist.
Angling. Foolscap 8vo.

With a complete Catalogue of Books on
With Frontispiece and wood-cuts, 7s. 6d.

ANDREWS'S BOTANICAL WORKS.
1. HEATHERY ; or,a MonoGrAPH of | 4, BOTANIST’S REPOSITORY for

the GENus EricA. In 6 vols. royal
8vo. 300 col. Figures. 13l 10s.
2. ROSES; or, a MONOGRAPH of the

New and Rare Plants. In 10 vols.
4to. 664 col. Figures. 86l

GENus Rosa. In 2 vols. royal 4to. | 5. COLOURED ENGRAVINGS of

nearly 150 coloured Figures. 13i.

8. GERANIUMS; or, a MONOGRAPH
of the GENus GERANIUM. In 2 vols.
royal 4to. nearly 150 col.Figs. 91. 9s.

HEATHS. In 4 vols. folio, con-
taining 288 Figures, accurately co-
loured, with Descriptions in Latin
and English. 86l.

*,* The foregoing Works have been in course of publication for a series of years,

and are now completed. Of some of the Works but very few remain ; those

gen-

tlemen who have not completed their copies are requested immediately to do so, as

hereafter it will be impossible to make them up. ‘

DESCRIPTION OF ELY CATHE-
DRAL, by the REv. GEORGE MIL-
LERS, with eighteen fineplates. Third
edition. Royal8vo.1l. LARGE Pa-
PER, imperial 8vo. INDIA PRoOFS, 2.

THE HISTORY OF CHRIST’S HOS-
PITAL, by the Rev. WiLLiAM TRoL-
LOPE, ML.A. 4to. with ten plates, 31. 3s.

HOUSEHOLD BOOKS : viz. The
EARL of NORTHUMBERLAND'S, edited
by the late Bismor PERcY :—The
Privy Purse ExpPenses of ELizA-

BETH of YORK, QUEEN of HENRY
VIIL. by Sir HARRis N1coLAs :—The
Privy Purse ExPENsEs of HENRY
VIII. by Sir Harris NicoLAs:—
The Privy Purse EXPENSES of the
Princess MARY, DAuGHTER of HEN-
ry VIII. afterwards QUEEN MARY,
edited by Sir FREDERIC MADDEN.

*.* Avery limited number of copies
of these works are printed in 8vo, price -

11, 1s. each.
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WORKS BY SIR HARRIS NICOLAS.

A TReATISE on the LAw of ADULTERINE
Bastarpy. With full Report of the
Banbury Case, and of all other cases
bearing on the sabject. 8vo. 1. 1s.

REPoRT of the L’IsLe PEERAGE CASE,
8vo. 1l. 1s.

¢ The present is the most learned
and copious book on the Law of Ba-
ronies 1n fee which has yet been pub-
lished.””

ReporT of the Devon PEERAGE CASE,
8vo. 12s.

RoLL of Arms of the ReiGN of HENRY
II1. and Epwarp III. 8vo. 10s. 6d.
4to. 1i. 1s.

OBSERVATIONS on HisTORICAL LITERA-
TURE, and Refutation of Palgrave,
in 1 vol. 8vo. 12s. 6d.

BisHoP BECKINGTON’S JOURNAL, during
his Embassy to negotiate a marriage
between Henry VI. and a daughter
of Count Armagnac, A.D. 1442, 8vo.
10s. 6d.

CoNVERSATIONS on CHRONOLOGY, by a
LApy, with a Preface by EDWARD
JEsse, Esq. Author of ¢ Gleanings of
Nataral History,” &c. 18mo. 2s.

THomMAas A Kewpis de IMITATIONE
CHrisT1, Lib. IV. with a Memoir by
the late CHARLES BUTLER. 18mo. Bs.

ANCIENT FRAGMENTs of the Pheenician,
Chaldean, Egyptian,and other Wri-
ters, Greek and English, with a Dis-
sertation, by Isaac PresToN CoRry,
Esq. Fellowof Caius College,Camb.
8vo. second edition, 11. 1s.

METAPHYSICAL INQUIRY into the Me-
thod, Objects, and Results of An-
cient and Modern Philosophy, by
Isaac P. Cory, Esq. 12mo. 5s. 6d.

CHRONOLOGICAL INQUIRY into the An-
cient History of Egypt.—MYTHO-
LoGIcAL INQuIRY into the Recondite
Theology of the Heathens, by Isaac
P. Cory, Esq. Fscap 8vo. 7s. 6d.

ANDREWS PRECES PRIVATZ QUOTIDI-
ANE, Gr. et Lat. 18mo. 12s.

BisHor ANDREws’s PRIVATE DEvo-
TIONS, with his MANUAL for the Sick,
translated from the Greek, by the
Rev. P. HaLL. 18mo. 6s.

BisHor BURNET’s L1ves of SR MaAT-
THEW HALE and JoHN EARL of Ro-
CHESTER. Two portraits, 18mo. 4s.

Goop THouGHTs IN Bap TimEes, Good

Thoughts in Worse Times, Mixt
Contemplations in Better Times, by
THOMAS FULLER, D. D. Author of the
Church History, &c. 18mo. portr. 5s.

ROBINSON’S SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS. A
new edition, with a Memoir of the
Author by the Rev. PETER HaLL,
4 vols. royal 12mo. 1i. 4s.

A Free and EXPLANATORY VERSION of
the EPIsTLES, by the REv. E. BAR-
LEE. Fscap 8vo. Gs.

TRE CARCANET,a Literary Album ; con-
taining Selections from the most Dis-
tinguished Writers. 18mo. extra
cloth boards, gilt leaves, 5s.

THE CYNOSURE, a Literary Album, by
the Editor of the ‘ Carcanet.” 18mo.
cloth boards, yilt leaves, 5s.

ARETZUS on the Causes and S1GNs of
Acute and CHRONIC DISEASES, tran-
slated by T. F. ReyNoLps, M. B.
F.L.S. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

THE LirFE of Sir THomMas MoRE, by his
Grandson, CRESACRE MORE, edited
by Rev. JosepH HUNTER. 8vo. 14s.

A MaNvAL of HERALDRY for Amateurs,
by Mrs. DALLAWAY. 12mo. with nu-
merous wood-cuts, 7s.

BERNERS’S (JULIANA) TREATVYSE oF
FYSSHYNGE WYTH AN ANGLE. Re-
print with fac-simile wood-cuts.
Crown 8vo. 5s.

SELECTIONS from the Works

Latimer, Browne, Milton, and Bacon, by BasiL MoNTAGU, Esq.

tion, foolscap 8vo. 5s.

of Taylor, Hooker, Barrow, South,
Fourth Edi-

ESSAYS AND SELECTIONS, by BAsiL MoNTAGY, Esq.

Foolscap 8vo. cloth, 5s.

THE DANCE OF DEATH,

Edited by Francis Douce, F.S.A.

Exhibited in fifty-five elegant Engravings on Wood, with a Dissertation on the
several Representations of that Subject ; more particularly on those attributed

to MAcABER and HoLBEIN.

8vo. half-bound morocco, 1. 1s.

HANS HOLBEIN’s ILLUSTRATIONS of the BIBLE,

Being Fac-similes of the celebrated ¢ Icones Historiarum Veteris Testa-

menti,” with 90 cuts beautifully engraved.

Crown 8vo. 1l. 1s. A few copies

printed entirely on India paper, 2I. 2s.
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EARLY PROSE ROMANCES of ANCIENT ENGLISH
FICTIONS, Edited by W. J. THoms, Esq. 8 vols. crown 8vo. 1i. 10s.
¢« The * WAVERLEY NoOVELS’ of their day.”— Retrospective Review.

SPECIMENS of the EARLY POETRY OF FRANCE,
From the time of the Troubadours and Trouvéres to the Reign of Henri
Quatre, by Louisa STUART CosTELLO. Tn crown 8vo. with four beautiful illu-
minations, coloured and heightened with gold, 11. 1s.

JUVENAL et PERsIus, ex recensione et | A GRAMMARof the LATIN LANGUAGE, by
cum Notis Ruperti et Koenig. 8vo. the Rev. J. A. Gi1ES. 8vo. cloth, 6s.
new edition, 14s. JounsoN and WALKER's Du'non.u}y of

LUCRETIUS, ex recensione et cum Notis the ENG”)SH LANGUAGE combined,
Creech et Bentleii. 8vo. 12s. with the Pronunciation greatly sim-

plified, with the addition of several

Vireiuius. Foolscap 8vo.uniform with thousand words, by R. S. JAMEsoN,

the Aldine Poets, cloth bds. 6s. Esq. 8vo. fourth edition, 12s.
Cicero on the NATURE of the Gobs,| JoHNsON’s ENGLISH DICTIONARY. Dia-
translated by Franklin. 8vo. 8s. mond type, new edit. 18mo. bd. 8s. 6d.
PICKERING'S DIAMOND CLASSICS.
GREEK. Cicero pE OFFicns, &c. 48mo. cloth
NovuM TESTAMENTUM GRECUM, witha | boards, 6s.
beautiful frontispiece of Da Vinci’s ITALIAN.

Last Supper, 48mo. 10s. 6d.

The first specimen of a Greek Testa-
ment executed in diamond type, cast ex-
pressly for this edition.

DANTE, 2 vols. 48mo. cloth boards, 10s.
TaAsso, 2 vols. 48mo. cloth boards, 10s.
PETRARCA, 48mo. cloth boards, 6s.

HoMER1 ILiAs ET ODYSSEA, portrait, 2 ENGLISH.
vols. 48mo. 12s. Large paper, 2 vols. | SHAKESPEARE, with 38 Engravings after
$2mo. 18s. Stothard, &c. 9 vols. 48mo. 21, 2s.
LATIN. WALTON’s Lives of DoNNE, WOTTON,
HoraTius, 48mo. cloth boards, 6s. HookEeR, HERBERT, and SANDERSON,
ViRrGiLIUS, 48mo. cloth boards, 8s. portraits, 48mo. cloth, 6s.
CartuLrus, TiBuLLus, et PROPERTIUS, | WALTON and CoTTON’S COMPLETE AN-
48mo. cloth boards, 6s. GLER, with cuts, 48mo. cloth, 6s.

TERENT1US, 48mo. cloth boards, 6s. MirTon’s PARADISE LosT. 48mo. 6s.

THE POETICAL ROMANCES OF TRISTAN, in FRENCH, in ANGLO-
NormaN, and in GREEE. Composed in the xiith and xiiith Centuries. Edited
by FRANCISQUE MICHEL. In two vols. foolscap 8vo. 11. 10s.

CHARLEMAGNE, an ANGLO-NORMAN PoEM of the xiith Century, now first
published, with an Introduction and Glossarial Index, by FRANCISQUE MICHEL.
Foolscap 8vo. 10s. 6d.

CONQUEST OF IRELAND, an early AN6LO-NORMAN METRICAL HISTORY of

the CoNQUEST of IRELAND, from a MS. at Lambeth, edited by FRANCISQUE
MicHEL., Foolscap 8vo. 10s. 6d.

BOCCACCIO, 1L DECAMERONE, Con un Discorso Critico, da
Ugo Foscolo. 8 vols. crown 8vo. 1l. 11s. 6d. with Ten Engravings from
Designs by Stothard, 21. 12s. 6d. LARGE PAPER, with proof plates, 41. 14s. 6d.

*.* A very few copies printed entirely on India Paper, 6.. 16s. 6d.

BOJARDO ED ARIOSTO, OrRLANDO INNAMORATO E

Furioso, with an Introductory Essay, Original Memoir, Notes, and Illus-
trations in English, by ANTON10 PANIZZI. 9 vols. crown 8vo. 51 8.

* The present edition of the entire poem (for the Innamorato and Furioso are but
one poem; will we trust ere long take its place in every Italian library in this country.
It has every thing to recommend it—a most correct text, many valuable notes and
| disquisitions, beautiful print and paper. No Italian library can be complete withoat
' it.”—Foreign Quarterly Review.




PUBLISHED BY WILLIAM PICKERING.

DISCORSO SUR LA DIVINA COMMEDIA DI DANTE;
Da Uco Foscoro. Crown 8vo. 12s. Large paper, 18s.

ANGLO-SAXON WORKS.

THE ANGLO-SAXON PoEMS of BEOWULF,
the TRAVELLERS’ SonG,and The BAT-
TLE of FiNNEs-BURH. Edited by
JoHN M. KEMBLE, F8q. M. A. second
edit. fscap 8vo. 15s.

BeowuLr, an English Translation, with
a copious Glossary, by Joun M.
KemBLE, Esq. Foolscap 8vo. 15s.

KING ALFRED’S ANGLO-SAXON VERSION
of Boethius’s Consolation of Philo-
sophy, with an English Translation
by CARDALE. 8vo. 1l 5s.

KiNG ALFRED’S ANGLO-SAXON VERSION
of the Metres of Boethius, with an
English Translation and Notes, by
the Rev. S. Fox. 8vo. 12s.

KiNG ALFRED’s WiLL, Saxon and Eng-

lish, with a Preface and Notes.
8vo. 5s. .

MEeNoLoGIUM ; or, the Poetical Calendar
of the Anglo Saxons; with an En-
glish Translation and Notes, by the
Rev. S. Fox. 8vo. 6s. Large paper,12s.

RupiMenTs of the ANGLO-SaxoN
ToNGUE; by Josern GwiLt, Esq.
F.S.A. 8vo. 6s.

Music and the ANGLO-SAXONs, being
some account of the Anglo-Saxon
Orchestra; with Remarks on the
Church Music of the 19th Cen. by
F. . WACKERBARTH, B. A. 8vo. 5s.

MicHEL. BIBLIOTHECA ANGLO SAXONICA
royal 8vo. (only 100 copies printed)

155, Paris, 1837.

THE GENTLEMAN’'S MAGAZINE.
A New and Improved Series, 7 vols. 8vo. boards, with plates, 16s. each.

ILLUMINATED ORNAMENTS, selected from
MSS. and early printed books of the
Middle Ages, carefully coloured from
the originals, by Henry Shaw, F.S.A.,
with Descriptions by Sir Frederick Mad-
den.
The same, highly finished with opaque
colour, and heightened with gold, im-
perial 4to. 101, 10s.

SHAW’s SPECIMENS OF ANCIENT FuRrNI-
TURE, drawn from existing Authorities,
4to. 4l. 4s. Proofs on India paper,
Imp. 4to. 8l. 8s. or accurately coloured
after the originals, Imp. 4to. 10L. 10s.

SHAW’s ExaMPLES of ORNAMENTAL MEe- | WILLEMENT'S REGAL HERALDRY.
Part |

TAL WORK, 2 Parts, 4to. 2(. 2s.
Il. separate, 16s.
SHaw’s ENcycLorZ£DIA of ORNAMENT,

Parts I. to X. 4to. ls. each. Largei

Paper, col. 2s. 6d.
SHAW'S SPECIMENS OF THE DETAILS OF
ELIZABETHAN ARCHITECTURE, PartsI.

4to. half-Lound morocco, 5I. 5s.

‘ 4to. 14s.

to IX. 4to. 5s. each. Large Paper,
10s. each.

BRIDGEN'S FURNITURE with Candelabra
aund Interior Decorations, 4to. Paits 1.
and IL. each 1. 1s. Large Paper, 21. 2s.

Smitu’s HisTorICAL and LiTERARY CrU-
RIOSITIES, consisting of fac-similes of
original Documents, Monuments, Por-
traits &c. of Eminent Literary Charac-
ters, 4to. Parts 1 to 6. 7s. 6d. each.

A GLIMPSE AT THE MONUMENTAL ARCHI-
TECTURE AND SCULPTURE OF GREAT
BritaIn, by Matthew Holbeche Blox-
am. Crown 8vo. 55 wood-cuts, 12s.

4to.

20. 2s. Large Paper, 41. 4s.
HERALDIC NOTICES OF CANTER-
BURY CATHEDRAL. 4to.1l.5s. Large
Paper, 11. 16s.

RouL or ArMs of RicHarp 11.
Large Paper, 1L 8s.

WORKS NEARLY READY FOR PUBLICATION.

MEMOIRS of SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE,
by J. GiLLmaN, Esq. Vol. 1I. and last.

PoEwms ; with Translations from the Greek
Anthology, by J. H. MER1IVALE, Esq.
2 vols. foolseap 8vo.

HEXAMETRICAL EXPERIMENTS, or, a ver-
sion of Four of Virgil’s Pastorals, includ-
ing the reputed prochecy respecting the
Messiah, done 1n a structure of verse
similar to that of the original Latin.

A MANUALOf SCANDINAVIANMYTHOLOGY
containing a popular account of the two

Eddas, and the religion of Odin, illus-
trated by translations from Oehlen-
schlager’s Danish Poem, the Gods of
the North, by G. PicorT, Esq.
PeELE’s DrAMATIC WORKS; vol.
Edited by the Rev. ALEX. DYCE.
ON the PROPERTIES, LAWS, and AGENCIES
of CALORIC in the Phenomena of Na-
ture, embracing its relations to Elec-
tricity and Light, and the Ether of Sir

iii.

[. Newton, by S. L. METCALFE,M.D.
Nearly ready.
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